Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



idb, Google 



idb, Google 



TALE LITERARY MAGAZINE. 



TOWNSEND PRIZE ESSAYS. 



THE ELOQUENCE OF REVOLUTIONS. 



HowxvER difficult it may be to define eloquence, its end is perrecil; 
manifest — it is to sway men ; not to please them, not to instruct, not 
to aronse in them the sentiments of justice and truth — but simply to 
sway them in accordance with the will of the speaker. This is ac- 
complisbed by bringing the minds of bis audience, as nearly as possi- 
ble, into the same state with the orator's, leading them to ibink as hfl 
thinks or pretends to think, to feel as he feels or affects to feel, ia 
short, to adopt the conclusions which he himself either honestly or de- 
iignpdly maintainG at the time. The facilities to such a result must be 
sought in three sources — the only sources of (rue eloquence — " in the 
man, tbo subject, and in the occasion " But as we propose to consider 
the eloquence of a definite era, rather than investigate its nature in 
general, it is proper that particular attention should be given to the in- 
fluence of the occasion. 

In ordinary periods, while human affairs wore a busy but every-day 
aapecl, we have recognized the usual exercise of eloquence under ibe 
two forms of logic and address based on mingled argument and feeling ; 
no third kind, springing from mere paasion, haa ever appeared worthy 
of the name. The power of the logician is undoubted. As he forges his 
solid chain of reasoning with the successive links of luminous state- 
ment and rigid induction, severe analysis and ingenious synthesis, all 
conflicting errors must vanish from the honest mind. It is, certainly, 
to the credit of civilization, that there ia no want of this special elo- 
quence of the intellect u the bar and on the judicial bench, in the no* 
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ate and ihe pulpit — and still more to the honor of human nature, that 
ita power, in its appropriate province, ia irresistible. Hut there are, 
even in the most ordinary times, questions of infinitely higher moment 
than those strictly pertaining to legal constructions, policy ^nd creeds 
— questions addressing themselves not to any one faculty alone, but 
laying hold of the whole man. Bnt so buried and corrupted are the 
general masB with low cares and lower desires, so intent on iheic own 
interests, so circumscribed in tbeir sympathies, thai these finer and 
spiritual claims pass by them " as the idle wind" which they " regard 
Dol." Not 90 with the true orator. He is at once aroused and kindled, 
and with th^ae aonsations, receives the potent injunction to arouse and 
kindle oihera. This is his mission, and in its prosecution, he lays un- 
der tribute every power of his nature. He invades the mystic realms 
of the heart, as well as travereea the field of argument. He rolls logic 
upon passion, description upon sentiment, entreaty upon invective, till 
the awakened hearer rises to the full magnitude of the theme. 

It is from eflbria like these that truth ia ever spreading its enlighten- 
ing sway among men, that reforms from lime to time spring up with 
revivifying energy, that the grand progress of society executes its grad- 
ual and secure advances. Their power, then, in the aggregate, is in- 
calculable, since it is commensurate with the vast object to be attained 
— the development of humanity. 

But a moment's attentive observation only is sufficient to show us 
that these triumphant results are due, not so much to the compulsive 
power of the eloquence which advocates them, as to their own obvious 
adaptation to the interests and requirements of man. They need only 
to be presented with full distincineaa, when the (rood sense and ih« 
good feelings, which hsppily can never be trampled out of the human 
bosom, slowly welcome and adopt them. Consider these displays of 
eloquence, as they appear in ordinary times. Visit the ablest legisla- 
tive body ; — you recognize a division upon some question vitally affect- 
ing the well-being and happiness of community — upon one side, you 
observe the force of long established law, custom and the general opin- 
ion of men — on the other, a band of eloquent advocates who throw 
around indisputable facia the clearest logic and the noblest sentiments. 
An unprejudiced observer, you await with eagernesB the expected re- 
sult. The issue is told, and in it are no traces of those eloquent plead- 
ings — two or three, perhaps, have changed their opinions, but the mea* 
sure ia lost. Yet year after year, the public mind is plied at every 
point, the truth gradually makes ils way over prejudice and ignorance, 
and ultimate success is certain. Thus slowly was the abolition of the 
slave trade accomplished in Great Britain, though Wilberforce, Pitt 
and Fox gave their combined energies to the cause. Again, approach 
another field, the noblest field of eloquence. Listen to the earnest an- 
nunciation of those truths which carry man forward into other worlds, 
exalting every moment into awful aigniScance, making every act the 
liinge of an eternal destiny. What coldness, what indifference is eji- 
grared upon the features of the audience ! — some awakened listener is 
thrown, perhaps, into solemn meditation, but the majori^ rise only to 



id by Google 



Ettdtangv 
Ytle Univerijt/ 
Library 

1 849.] tlM 4 '41 TBJ; ELOQDENCB OP KEVOLDTIONB. 335 

sufficient warmth, to commead, on their homeward nay, the eloquenco 
of their preacher ! 

Now these, surely, are not what ne have been taught to call the tri- 
umphs of the oraior — thii ie not the resistless power of that divine art 
which, by universal conaent, is ranked the highest manifestatioii of ge- 
nius Where are those tones which have entranced listening thousands, 
and led hostile hearts captive to oae imperiooa will? .Where those 
thunderings that have convulsed the depths of society — those light- 
nings that have scathed and tumbled the loftiest fabrics of human pow- 
er ? We have not witnessed them — they are not of our time. To 
great revolutions we insensibly turn for an answer to these questions. 
To them and to the men who guided them, the inquiring student car- 
ries his thoughts with something of that awe with which the Jew re- 
verts to Sinai and the fearless Law-giver. 

Since all testimony is unanimous in ascribing preeminent force 
to the eloquence of revolutions, it may be well 10 consider the fa- 
cilities which such crises contribute to a. reenlt utterly unapproached 
in quiet eras. We shall notice their individual operations and the fruits 
of their combined agencies. 

As we have before intimated, the speaker's sway over hia audience 
results from bringing their minds into unison with his own. This 
common sympathy is the very platform on which alone he can hope to 
move them. But this mere introductory achievement must, in general, 
constitute nearly his whole labor. When, from a stale of lethargy and 
indifference, he has gradually raised his audience to this point, ne can 
do but little more— he must trust to their own awakened convictions to 
work out, by farther inquiry end constant reflections, the particular 
conclusions to which he has arrived. But far from all this is ihe oc- 
casion in which the revolutionary orator ie called to act. Here, in the 
ceaseless whirl of events, no place is found for stagnant lethargy and 
indifference. When the barriers of society are broken up and all the 
elements of agitation and alarm are abroGd, then, certainly, no toilsome 
art of the oraior is needed to arouse the feelings. On every hand, 
there are causes to startle all the faculties of the soul inio tense and 
vigorous life — the past with iia gdling recollections, the present with 
its hourly shifting aspect, the future, a world of uncertainty, hope and 
fear. It is in these emergencies of painful eagerness, while the mass 
of common intellect is groping this way and that, like a blinded giant 
— while the memory of accumulated wrongs is dashing its burning tide 
through the nation's veins, and its great palpitating heart is aching for 
very utterance^ that the orator comes forward to direct, to enlighten, to 
evoke the passion of the mtiltilude and give it a language. Such were 
the scenes into which the gigantic genius of Mirabeau threw itself with 
undoubiing confidence. Says an animated writer: — "One hundred 
thousand citizens filled the Tuilleries, the Place Vend6me, the streets 
adjacent, and copied bulletins were passed from huid to hand, circu- 
lated, thrown among the crowd, containing the occurrences of each 
moment of the debate." To this, let there be added the consciousness, 
ifl tlu mind of the orator, that ail this cominotion is not of an epheme- 
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ral DSlure, to pass awB.y in a span and leave no consequences behind, 
bnl that its influence reaches through continenla and through genera- 
tions, destined to produce effects when ihe nation thai gave it being 
shall have become unknown, and nothing in the occasion seems want- 
ing 10 call out the noblest eshibilions of orarory . 

But all this chaos of action and feeling would be " withont form and 
void," as Tar as any definite effects are concerned, were there not some 
controlling spi tils to " move upon the face of the waters" and out of the 
Gonrusion to bring order, concentration and an aim. As true as it is 
that Demosthenes was an orator before he heard Callietratus, and 
Cicero before he lislened to the rulers of the Forum, yet events alone 
can arouse and develop ihe native powers ; in this sense, revolutions 
create oratont. Eloquent men, in fact, constitute as much their pecu- 
liarity, their invariable concomitants, as excited feelings themselves. 
But let us look at the necessary structure of one of these minds, that 
spring, like Aphrodire, in beautiful maturity from the waves of popular 
strife, maddened by the mutilated members of power dethroned. 

He who sets out with the design of dealing with the passions of a na- 
tion, of controllinjt as well as kindling them, must himself be endowed 
with unusual passion, or he cannot understand his work. The sepanilion 
between genius and the common mind, has been ssid to be almost com- 
plete ; but it cannot exceed that between intellect and passion. No 
unassisted exertion of the mind can comprehend the most ordinary 
workings of the heart. It is only, then, by a glowing sympathy with 
every feeling of the popular breast, that the orator can wield an influ- 
ence. He must know the word that can inflame the whole man — the 
allusion that transports — the hint that appalls. He must, in short, em- 
body the excitement of the crisis. But it will at once be seen that 
this passion must be accompanied by a mastering intellect — else, un- 
timely and excessive fnel only would be added to consuming flames. 
Every impulse must be subjected to a powerful intellect, or it cannot be 
kept within necessary bounds — to a practical intellect, or from leading 
to barren results, all popular sway is soon lost, for st such times, the 
people, assuredly, mean something and are looking towards a consum- 
mation — to an intellect cool and collected, since the set of a moment 
in revolutions is often decisive and cannot be recalled or amended. 
Hence, what often appears to us in the eloquence of revolutions to be 
mere passions, is, properly, the calmest, surest induction of logic. 
Thus the bold announcement of Patrick Henry, " We must fight !" 
which fell with the power of inspiration upon the assembly, and aroused 
the whole land like the tones of a trumpet, was the deliberate concla- 
sion of a cautious mind, based upon years of attentive observation and 
mature reflection. With this rare combination of intellect and passion, 
it matters little what other qualifications the orator may have ; he may 
bold a lofty station, provided he forgets it in the greater office of a sef 
vsnt to humanity — he may possess extensive learning, provided the 
forge and anvil be concealed and the thunderbolt only shown ; but 
without this all others are useless. 

But.tbfl roost intense excitement and the rarest talents would fail to 
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■chieve aaylhing truly ^at or fwrmanent without an adequate subject. 
Whether, indeed, it is aupposable that there can be a conjunction of 
the two former witbout the presence of the latter, we canuot aay, — 
auch, certainly, has never been the fact. Men are too quiet, too con- 
tented with ibeir lot, ever to enter into vast and dangerous projects, like 
that of throwing off an existing government, till driven and goaded on by 
real and distressing wrongs. If their oppressions are not inlolerable, 
or else rapidly increasing, they choose rather to bear them in silence, 
than to suffer the inconveniences which the mildest revolutions never 
fail to bring. But how happens it that the orator is ever wedded lo 
the popular side 1 Because the power that has hiiherio succeasfully 
tyrannized, has nothing lo advocate but force, which speaks for itself — 
scorns lo use entreaty which wears the appearance of compromising 
its superiorily^-and coniempiiiously refers every argument lo the de- 
cision of lbs bayonet. To the orator, then, not only from his own in- 
siincls, but from the necessary influences of the occasion, belong the 
noblest subjects which the mind can discuss or the heart embrace. 
His is the task of giving utterance to innocence outraged and persecU' 
ted — to the claims of manly independence to think and act for itself — 
to that love of justice which ever bewails the evils of oppression — to 
indignant palrioliam, whose words, eays Percival, 

" Are few, bat de«p and salema ; aod Ibsy break 

Freeb from lbs foual at feeling, and are full 

Of all thai panioD, wbtcb, oa Camiet, fired 

The holy prophet, nheo hia lipi were coala" 

Liberty aiifl philanthropy, knowledge and Christiaoiiy, are all alike in- 

terested in his labors and his succese — not as these things affect his 

country and contemporaries alone, but as objects which are erer and 

everywhere destined lo meet the requirements of progressive man, and, 

ultimately, to enjoy, through human means divinely blessed, aa univer- 

sal triumph. 

From these consideratiooa, which are gathered from every revolulion- 
ftry period of any magnitude, we might eaaily conclude the quality of 
its oratory. And those specimens that have come down to us, equal 
our moat favorable conclusions. We do not, let it be confessed, 6nd in 
them the elaborate arrangement, ihe finished elegance, the faultless or- 
namenU, that distinguish the best orations of peaceful limes ; 

" For be whom Heaven 
Hath oiled to be the DWakener of a land. 
Should have bii Boul'e nSeotioae all abwrbed 
In that majeetic purpose, and preea on 
To Its rulSilmeBt, aa a mountain -bom 
And mighty itream, with ail lla vaasal-rllti. 
Sweep* proudly ta tiit ocata, pauiing nal 
To daily vitk tht foaert." 

On the contrary, we meet with abrupt and broken sentences — trains 
of thongfat, apparently but half finished — uncouth compsmons and atrain- 
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ed meiaphoTi. Yet, amid all tbe>e impeTfections, there are words Totk- 
•d with fiery power, word> ibat breathe wiih deatblesB meaning, words 
that go etraight to the heart and ever live as the motios or naiinns. 
Nor are there always wanting the choicest gems of eoinpoBiiion, which 
mere labor and art could never attain. For iheie paaaions of our fall- 
•D nature, which seem but the ministers of ruin, are, when exalted in 
a glorious cause, the unequalled architects of beauty ; even aa the 



" grenteat moaumeaU or famB 

And atrenj^th aad art are eaaily out-done 
By iptriti reprobate" — 
from whose hands a structnre fairer than 8a3nhing earthly 
" Bowi like an exhalatiou" — . 

It cannot be denied — since we are incapable of apprecialing all the 
circumstances amid which ihese elforts were pronounced — that we 
ollen find ourselves wondering at the efiects which they are said to 
have produced. They appear aimple, oilen, even common-place. But 
this exaniinaiion of itself ia inadequate to a decision ; the causes we 
have aeen to be of sufficient magnitude to produce the greatest effects 
— (hose effects are evident to the world. 

As regards the revolutions in which they were pot forth, they ope- 
rated, not only to inflame those energies that were glowing apart in in- 
dividual boaoms, but to unite, concentrate tbem, and give them a direc- 
tion to practical ends. They cheered the uinking hopes of patriotism 
in the darkest hour— they placed a healthful control upon accustomed 
liberty. 

By virtue of that never-fading interest which the story of revolutions 
excites in all, the mission of such an orator rises to almost unrivalled 
gruideur and importance. Over his life and words, thousands in every 
age, and those too, who are fitted to exercise the greatest influence, 
pore with unfailing delight. They treasure up his maxims — they catch 
his spirit — they imitate his example. Uolike the many who strive for 
fame, he needs not the prestige of success. His causd — though still 
at stake on the twin batiie-fiolds of Individual Man and Society — must 
go on, and with it his renown. Though ho fall early in the coniesl, 
before he has heard the first notes of freedom's victory, he goes down 
with unfaltering hopes — even then, a consolation sustains his spirit at 
noble as that so sublimely expressed by the dying Epaminondas : " I 
leave behind me two immortal daughters, Leuctra and Mantiaea !" 
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BT Himn H. SMIILL, DOTBR, h. a.. 

A BOOK has come down to us, distinguished alike for its antiquity, 
its literary excellency and its moral teachings. It originated in some 
remote age in the past, was once almost hid in obBcurity, and confined 
to a narrow sphere, but that sphere has been widening, till in its 
greatness it begins to be proportionate to its value. That book is the 
Bible. 

It is placed in our hands in childhood, and is the last that ia looked 
npoQ by declining old age. Considered as a Hteiary work, it surpass- 
es all other writings of antiquity, and stands forth in unrivaled pre- 
eminence. But the conaideration, that we of the present generation 
have been witnesses of the sublime spectacle of its becoming a monu- 
ment of literature upon which the sun never seta, greatly heightens 
our interest in it. We seem to be living in an age when it is acquir- 
ing new glory. If, then, we lay aside all the evidences of its divine 
origin, the number of its copies and the extent to which it is now read, 
are enough to fix our attention upon it. And while the greatuess of 
the subject itself would intimidate us, this interest will not suffer us to 
let it pass without consideration. I shall attempt nothing hke a full 
investigation of what would require volumes, but content myself with 
a few remarks upon its origin, authors, character, object, and final 
destiny. 

More justly does it deserve to be called a monument of the early 
ages, than any other work. In its origin it runs far beyond the days 
of Homer, and presents to ns a picture of what was to him the ancient 
world. It is not the creation of one man, but the accumulated writings 
pf many. Not the product of one generation, but running through 
many centuries. It dates its beginning almost at the origin of nations, 
snd emanated from nearly the same point which was the centre of 
the human race. 

But who were its authors ? 

In speaking of them, it is worthy ef observation that the variety of 
their acquirements and the cnltivation of their minds ore lost sight of 
behind the greatness and majesty of the truths which they utter. To 
many they seem only wise teachers, when in truth some of them at 
least unite the loflie^ sublimity of the poet, and the profoundest knowl- 
edge of the scholar ; are imbued wiih all the learning of the preceding 
ages, and gifled with minds to grasp and mould all into one symmet- 
rical whole, '^nd stamp that whole with the marks of their power. 
They lived not in the ideal, dreamy worlds of blind philosophy, nor 
yet under the misty darkness' of superstition. Truth they set as the 
son in their intellectual heavens, and in obedience to its laws, alt the 
old discordant elements assumed their proper sphere and revolved in 
harmony. They bound together their aocumvlated fragments of 
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knowledge by a. myaterious bond, and then into that bond they breathed, 
from their own glowing belief of the truths which ihey uttered, the 
elements of life. 

From the pastures of the shepherd, from the brooks of the plain, 
from the sands of the desert, from the troubled wateTs of the sea, and 
from the mountains of oak and cedar, they collected materials, and 
from them reared fabrics of glory and beauty which have only grown 
brighter by the lapse of ages. While they show all that universality 
which marks the highest intellect, (bey are still more tianscendant for 
their unity — unity in object and unity in plan. Though delighting in 
variety of illustration, and ever ready to drink from the fountains of 
nature, they make all unite in setting forth more clearly that unity. 
So strong and unchanging is it, and so uniformly set before the mind, 
that it seems as if they delighted in bringing die gems of every age 
and making them contribute to its splendor. 

They felt that the resources of nature were not too vast to be 
brought under the assimilating power of that unity. Nature every- 
where proclaims unity. They ask ua to hear it. They fell them- 
selves the harmony of nature's voice, surrendered themselves to its 
enchantments and gave ua their echo. The whole world was the field , 
from which they gathered richness. All nature their Parnassus. 
Their writings remind us of the roar of the forest, which melts all 
sounds into one. They make the stars that glitter in the firmament, 
and the worm that glows at our feet, utter the same truth. The man 
that builds his bouse upon a rock, and he who builds upon the sand ; 
the king going forth to battle, and the potter moulding the clay ; the 
archangel flying through the heavens, and the humble flower that 
blooms unseen, all apeak in harmony. The universe which is unlim- 
ited in diversity and variety of parts, yet one In action, is made to 
yield its tribute to one object. 

It owes notliing to the fame of its authors. It is not because it con- 
tains the opinions of great men that it is valued, but the grandeur and 
purity of its teachings, that give it power. Man, after a toilsome search, 
among the philosophy of the most gifted minds of every age, for the 
chief good, loves to cling to this as the nearest approach lo perfection. 
Its character then claima our attention. 

Composed of the writings of men from every rank, and embracing 
an equal variety in style, it is adapted to every class. A book of 
light, it will not fall before enlightened civilization. While its 
principlfs are immovable, they are not opposed to onward movement 
in human society. Atlbougb written in times comparatively dark, it 
rejects not the idea of improvement. If it dates its origin far in the 
past, in its character, it looks forward to, and foreshadows a perfec- 
tion, which, though not yet attained, is still to be the glory of the 

It is not a book of forms. These become old and are laid aside. 
It inculcates principles which everywhere bear marks of far-reaching 
intelligence. Its spirit ia that of freedom. Even now, when the 
world is waking up to this great idea, we can look forward to a free- 
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4om Dobler tbao the nations havo yet attained, the fteedom which thii 
book presents. It establj^es its throae, places upon it its king, bat 
owns only a voluntary allegiance. 

It is not a collection of dogmas to which we are compelled to as- 
aont, but a declaialioD of the spirit of divinity, which beama on its pa- 
ges and illumines the path to moral perfection. It inculcates harmony 
among men. It would break down all earthly, clay-built barriers, 
which now separate men from one another, make all wear the same 
chaiaclei, and then gather all into one holy communion. It speaks to 
ill the language of universal love and universal justice. In it the 
rights of all beings are held sacred. There is none so obscure as to 
sufTer wrong without hearing words of condemnation pronounced upon 
the wrong-doer. " Impartial, uncompromising, fearless, it screens no 
favorites, is dazzled by no power, spreads its shield over the weakest, 
summons the mightiest to its bar, and speaks to the conscience in 
tones under which the mightiest have quailed." 

It may be said to comprehend all subjects. In it are intimations of 
great laws, which it has been the boast of modern science to unfold. 
Moral Philosophy and physical science are joined together. Th© 
principles of all law are there contained ; the fundamental elements 
of national prosperity are there pointed out ; instructions too, both for 
ruler and people, by which each can contribute to the happiness of 
the other. " But," says Robert Boyle, " I use the Bible as a match- 
less Temple, where I delight to contemplate the beauty, the symme- 
try, and the magnificence of the structure." Let us turn then to some 
of its beauties. 

Its poetry first claims our attention. As I approach it 1 almost 
shrink from the transcendant sublimity in which it is enveloped. 
Here it seems as if Divinity were breathing out its own nature. W« 
are so far below it that its cold exterior is all that we can feel. Were 
we to inhale its warm gushings as it comes glowing from the heart, it 
would be too much for human nature. 

True poetry is the expression of the loftiest feelings of the heart of 
man. It is the onigushing of thought, glowing with all the intensity 
of feeling. It is emotion gifled with life and form ; the embodiment 
of those aspirations of the soul for something more lofly, purer, and 
lovelier than the scenes which the world presents. Its tendency is 
to raise and elevate ; to lift the mind above the chill, damp, deadly 
vapors which hang around the ordinary road of human life, into purer 
regions, where it can roam creation in innocency, breathe the life-giv- 
ing air of perennial sweetness, drink in the uncontamiuated waters of 
immortal vigor, and plume its wings for a heavenward flight. It 
ennobles all the attributes of the soul. Under its influence it rises, 
expands, brightens, and more nearly reflects the image of its Creator. 
The grosser passions, though in its abuse they have been fed, flee be- 
fore its legitimate influence. Under its almost creative power, sensu- 
alism and excess present an aspect so horrid, that we involuntarily 
shrink from their repulsive nature. It reveals the desires and long- 
lags of tha soul, portrays its joys, eehaet it* tamentAtions, and r^ 
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cords the struggles and emotions which it undergoes. It parities and 
strengthens the affections, and by its soft and benign influence makes 
the will its subject. The external universe also Teels its power. It 
imparls new beauty to surrounding objects, and clothes nature in 
brighter colors, reveals new charms, and gives them a double exist- 
ence. Nor dues it present nature merely as stationary, bul gives it 
life, and makes it pass before us and repeat its wondrous changes. It 
links together elements of beauty, and delights to endow ihem with 
life and perpetuity. 

All these qualities does the poetry of the Bible possess, and in the 
highest degree. When we rise to it we must breathe sublimity itself, 
for that is its only atmosphere. We must forget for a lime that we 
are mortal and exist in spirit. Then only can we follow the flight of 
the sacred poets. With soul raised above the gross, material objects 
of earth, and fixed on the invisible essence of purity, they rise invol- 
untarily, or rather are drawn upward by a sweet attraction, as thougli 
that were their native element. No flight is too high for them to at- 
tempt, no subject too grand for them to contemplaie. The grandeur 
and sublimity of iheir subject only kindles a brighter flame, and in- 
spires them with new vigor for a higher flight. We see them boldly 
soaring up to the portals of heaven. Bul they stop not here. They 
raise " the everlasting doors" of the temple of God, people its bright 
mansions with beings worthy of a paradise, crown them with joys fit 
only for their exalted nature, call forth from them snngs which ring 
through the celestial arches, and make their king the embodiment of 
infinite perfection. Though this is beyond the conception of mortals, 
they shrink not from attempting to approach it. Though we cannot 
see God himself, yet we can look upon the clouds and thick darkness 
which veil his majesty. 

Heaven and heaven's King have a sublime harmony, and their 
grandeur and awfulness increase, the more clearly they are set before 
us. The intensity of the light of heaven yields only to that of the 
soul from which it emanates. The cherubim (hat sit on each side of 
the throne, point to the greatness of Him who occupies it. We see 
seraphs bowing before Him. We see the river of life watering for- 
ever the tree whose fruit is their food. But still greater majesty en- 
compasses God when He appears in wrath, charioted on the whirl- 
wind ; when His " voice is hailstones and coals of fire," and " at the 
blast of His nostrils the foundations of the hills are shaken." We 
follow His enemies as He pursues them with his glittering sword, and 
see them plunge into a " bottomless pit," frotn which the smoke of 
their torment rises forever. 

Hell, too, has its king; a monster, combining the powers of an 
archangel and the spirit of a demon. We see him with lineament* 
distorted, presenting at once defiance, hale, and despair, seated on his 
infernal throne, in the midst of a cavern without bottom, walled with 
eternal darkness, whose vaulted roof ever echoes back shrieks and 
groans mingled with bitter blasphemous curses. We see him moving 
•wvb mtligiuat spirit to his accursed task ; sending forth' from the 
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dark abyss wbich ia his realm, savage fiends who wander in endlesa 
crowds, ready to mingle the poison of dealh and make new victims. 
We hear the hideous clamor of maniac rage and agony tearing the 
walls of the infeTnal prison-house throughout the slow, unnumbered 
years of eternity. But my limits forbid me to follow them farther ; 
and I need not. Enough has been already seen to show what wa*8 
the power and grandeur of the intellect and imagination of those au* 
thors who contributed to the poetiy of the Bible. 

I turn now to another and more pleasing character which they pre- 
sent. I refer to the lendemesn and sensibility which breathes in so 
many passages. 

The spirit bowed down wilh disappointment, and sorrowing undsi 
the wounds of blasted hope, can there find words of sympathy. There 
can the out-gushings of happiness find a response. There is the voice 
of gentleness, pouring forth the living eensibijicies of the snul, kindling 
generous emotion, and giving energy and power to the softer and finer 
feelings of our nature. What more touching than the elegiac lamenta- 
tions of Israel's king, as he sings. 



" O Jonathan ! alaiD on tby 01 
I BID grieved for tber, O JoaalliBii, my broUier. 
Very dear to me waal Ihon 1 — 
WDoderful was thy love to me, 
SurpaJoiDg Uie love or womea." 

Again we hear him breaking out in Ibe most impassioned strain over 
the lovely, but unfortunate Absalom ; and as the " weeping prophet" 
mourns over the afflictions of his people, we see melodious wu mingling 
in harmonious symphony wilh every line. 

The Bible is equally remarkable in iis historical character. It is 
the very commencement of human history. It comprehends Uod and 
man, heaven, earth, and hell — begins in etetnily past and runs forward 
to eternity future. It glances back beyond the limits of lime, and tells 
of a mysterious communion between the Father and Son before the 
world was — touches at the morn of creaiion, and seems almost to pro- 
long the harmony of the song which the morning stars sang together. 
It plunges beneath the waters of a deluge and gives us the groans of 
a drowning world — then sets before us the man who floated 00 ihe 
billows of that flood as the second fuiher of the human race. De- 
scending from these great worjis of ihe Creator, it gives us a record of 
indindual men and of nations. Here a woMderful series of events is 
made to pass before iis. We see a^i obscure man leaving the land of 
his naiiviiy, and becoming the father of a mighty nation ; thai nation 
appears before us in bondage. A child is born, and under the ediel of 
an oppressor is cast into ibe waters of the Nile ; but instead of de- 
stroying him, they bear him to a throne. Again, we see that mighty 
nation wilh Ibis man itt its head, wandering ilirough the wilderness, 
from ihe Und of Lis possessor. As ihey approach the sea, its waters 
part before ihem, and as they close upun their puisuers, we beu their 
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shanlB of triumph and deliveiance, awelling above ibe roar of the 
waters. Aa they follow the moving pJlUrs of cloud and fire, food falls 
from heaven and water gaabes from the rock for their -support. Aa 
they encamp around the mountain of tbe deitert, lightnings gleam from 
the cloud that bangs on its summit, thunders rock its foundations, and 
ils smoke ascends towards heaven as God comes down upon it in fire. 
And now, be who once fioated helplessly on the Nile, comee down 
from forty days' communion with God, bearing tablets of stone written 
with the law of eternity. 

Tbe murmurings, conflicts, judgments and long wanderings of ihifl 
wonderful nation aremadetapassbeforeus, till we again see them assem- 
bled on the plains of Moab, around another mouniain. Again, and for the 
last time, we see that same man ascend that mountain, to view the land of 
promise, a land which he had spent bis life to reach, and lie down and 
die. How simple and yet how vivid is tbe narration of these wondera 
• — easy, yet bold and striking, alike fit to describe the movements of 
the universe and to delineate the emotions of tbe soul ! It portrays the 
stem countenance of despotism when triumphant. But as tbe cities 
,or Canaan fall, we see the change which comes over it. It paints the 
eye kindled for war, and tbe pale brow of its unhappy victims. We 
■ee in its descriptions courage beaming on the countenance and the 
heart made the abode of fear. We see tyranis, assuming the power of 
God, brought to feel that tbey are men. One relates, in simple words, 
the story of a Hebrew girl, gleaning after the reapers ) another records 
the reign of kings, the storming of cities, the triumphs of armies, and 
the destruction of whole nations. 

If v^ turn (o prophecy, which, if I may be allowed the expression, 
may be styled a history of the future, we find the same comprehen- 
siveness — the same greatness of intellect is manifest. It embraces 
both natural and civil events — tbe destiny of individuals and nations, 
some of which have met their fulfillment, and some still look forward 
to the future. But there is one to which all tbe rest yield their tribute 
— one which is the grandest of all, which comprehends all, that which 
relates to the final destiny of the world and of the human raee. It 
follows man as he moves forward over tbe ruins of one system of error 
and another, till he at last siu down in the full splendors of triumphant 
truth, A brighter day is to dawn upon the world. It is to exist for a 
time in the splendors of that day, and then give place to another mora, 
• dawn which shall be followed only by an endless day. As I have 
before said, it runs on into eternity future. It is a revelation of human 
immortality. It tells us that tbe earth is to pass away to primeval 
nothingness, but that tbe human mind is to become exalted and to live 
forever ; that to acquire such a character as shall fit it for tbe enjoy- 
ment of this higher sphere, is tbe object for which it is an inhabitant of 
earth. 

One more feature in its character demands our attention Let lu 
then look at it as a book of instruction and wisdom, in which aspect it 
is most important. 

The human mind needs instroction. Ii neede to have the prison 
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walls which naturally Burround it taken away, that it may have unre- 
Btiained action, vigor and growth. It is formed fur expansion, and the 
universe in which it moves is unlimited. But it needs an impulse, a 
power not its own, to burst through its nstive darkness. This comes 
to it in the teaching of the Bible. They are all in harmony with na- 
ture. They give the mind a consciousness of its own power^snd in- 
terpret nature. They give to it a light by which it radiates its own 
teachings. The light which (bey carry with ihem into the dark recess- 
es of the human heart, and by which ihey lay open its deformities, is 
that of celestial goodness. Though they sometimes seem clothed in 
soverity, yet they always speak in compassion. If we weep over the 
errors which they disclose, our tears of sorrow aie mingled with those 
of pleasure, at the mildness of the light that reveals iheni. They show 
a wisdom, to which the sublimesC intellect can hardly attain, that of 
beiog at once severe and mild, indulgent and unbending. While they 
apply a rigorous and unvarying standard to the actions of men, they 
make merciful allowances for innocent inlirmities. They speak of 
vice in tones of unrelenting severity, boldly assert the majesty of vir- 
tue and uprightness, and point to moral perfeclion as the only source of 
happiness. They reveal to the mind its own nature, and give it free 
communication wiih the works of God, and with God himseir They 
show man how to throw off the curse which blights bis energies, and 
walk unconstrained in the pure air and cheerful light of heaven. 

Their grand object is to point out lo him his relations, snd the duties 
that attend them ; to set forth God as the ruler, man as his subject. 
God and man the actors, the world the scene ; God accomplishing a 
plan of redemption, man a race to he redeemed. 

Such is the book which we call the Bible. It came forth from the 
midst of Paganism, but was not its offspring. It came in apparent 
weakness, but it received a life which was never to be destroyed. 

Jerusalem, the holy city, fell ; but the flames that consumed it, play- 
ed harmlessly among the leaves of this book. Nero whet his sword 
against its supporters, but their blood could not blot it out. Ten times 
from a blood -en circled throne were hurled the firebrands of death, but 
the glowing cinders of their victims only shed a brighter light upon it. 
They could not consume it, France, wreaking in the blood of her 
slaughtered thousands, kindled her bonfires and hurlr-d it iuio their 
flames ; then reared the guillotine for those who should dare pluck it 
out ; but it was not consumed. The flames bore it upward, and il was 
wafied to other lands and scattered among the nations. Schools of 
Philosophy sprung up and disappeared before it, but this continued. In 
vain did Pagan Philosophers roll op their heaven-polluting cloud of 
error, and send forth from it iheii poisoned shafts. The thunders of 
Popes burst upon it, but they were harmless. The chains and fetters 
of Catholicism could not bind it. Dungeons could not confine it. The 
tiger-tooih of infidelity could not pierce it. The sword of discord could 
not tear it asunder. It still lives. The world has oAen been called to 
witness the folood of its advocates, and to listen to the triumphs of its 
enemies. But these triooiphs were bin clouds passing over the serene 
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and everlasiing heavens. Men of power, through bigotry or pasaion, 
hare decreed its deslruclion, but silenlly and irresistibly has iheir pow- 
er passed away. And now a voice comes 10 us From the tomb of the 
Son of Man, from the graves of ihe martyrs who have died Tur its sake, 
from (he bumilialion of its enemies, from their prostrate power and 
baffled efiotis to subdue it, and from the spirit of the present age, telling 
us that it has a destiny lo accomplish in the world. Errnr, superstiiion 
and false philosophy must, pass away. Truth is eternal and immuta- 
ble : and truth is (he essence of this book. 

We can do much in giving it to the world. We have ^ power 
mightier than the armies of Islam, mightier than the decrees of kings ; 
the power of truth struggling to t^nd a home in ihe hreast of man, the 
power of unwavering principle, of right, of philanthropy and love. We 
have a power that moves side by side with civilization, which ever goes 
forward and draws civilization along with it. It becomes us then to 
give i( an onward impulse by our eflforts. But whether we will or not, 
it will do its work in the world. It will rise til! it shall become the 
universal law of man and will live on. Then, when its complete work 
in the world shall have been accomplished, a countless host of those 
who have here striven to penetrate its mysteries, unfathomable to man, 
shall delight, forever, to contemplate the sublime truths and principles 
which it CI 



POPULAR PREJUDICES. 



Reason is the great arbiter of truth. All truth, however originated, 
or at least all its evidences, must abide the decision of this tribunal, 
from which there is no appeal. But reason', however worthy of (hia 
high prerogative, is not alwa)*s infallible. To make it a safe ground 
of reliance, it must be sound by nature, and disciplined by etlut^aiion. 
The world, however, is full of opinions, which, though they are the 
offspring of error, and are essentially wrong, are defended and main- 
tained with a zeal as ardent as it is unreasonable If we carefully 
examine the character of any man whatever, the facts from which he 
derives his principles, and (he motives which govern his actions, we 
shall find, not unfreqiienily, but little truth, and always somewhat of 
esiravagance, nay, even of madness,* in his menial constitution. The 
minds of men, with very few exceptions, are unequal tothe task of 
tracing all that comes before them as truth lo iis sources ; partly from 
the nature of things, partly from their number and magnitude. Judg- 

• Lodt«, BMk 3, obap. 33. 
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mentB. therefore, from the necessity of the case, are often formed from 
imperfect data, or from doubtful authority, or from a mere guess. 

Prejudices may servo as a general name for thia class of judgments. 
They are judgments before proof, foregone concluaions, noiions which 
siand in ihe place of the just deductions of reason. 

If we consider ihat most of the truths which come op are founded 
upon many facts, others on facts and principles removed from the cog- 
nizance of common minds ; and that very few have their own evidence 
accompanying them — we cannot fail to see thai prejudices must have a 
prominent place in the praclical thinking nature, and must have a great 
influence upon character and actions. 

Sinceriry, credulity, incapacity, antipathies whether natural or ac- 
quired, sympathy, imperfect or improper association of ideas, and a 
host of otiier causes, immediate and remote, originate and slrenglhen 
these prejudices. They come, we know not how ; we fall inio them 
naturally, and they seem to cause a sort of judicial blindness, so that 
men cannot see the truth. When once established, ihey carry with 
ihem all the authority of intuition, or of an infallible instinct. We 
believe, because we know we are right, and we know we are right, 
because our thoughts on the particular subject before us have always 
run in the same channel, and it seems unnatural to turn them from their 
course. « 

Any idea, when once established in a post of influence, naturally 
gains strength, and spreads, until it becomes a fixed principle and rule 
of action— a part of the very nature which it pervades, and requiring, 
in order to its eradication, a sundering, as it were, of nature's own in- 
separable lies. 

When Proculus proclaimed to the fearful fathers, as a message from 
the deified Romulus — "It is the will of the Gods that the Romans 
shall be masters of the world, and that no human power shall be able 
to resist the progress of their arms,"* he not only inspired them with 
a confidence for their present security, but also gave an impulse to that 
dauntless bravery, and that unwavering firmness, which sustained the 
Romans under the most direful calamities, which withstood the Cartha- 
ginian and the Gaul, which bore the Roman Eagles in triumph over a 
world, and made Rome herself its capital. 

A belief in a fixed fate was a pan of the creed of the followers of 
Mahomet. This was to them a perpetual pledge of success, and has 
made the idol and the Cross confess a rival in the crescent. Thus we 
see that prejudice is progressive, whatever may be its foundation and 
its peculiarities. 

It is by reason of this fact, that we yield preeminence to that genius 
which discovers and asserts iriiih repugnant lo opinions sanctioned by 
time and custom, over that which follows in the path of truth, already 
pointed out and enlered upon. The latter may merit all the praise of 
genius ; to the foimer we not only award this glory, but also that of 
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the highest heroism. We applaud Luther not only Lecaase lie was 
tbe champion of truth, but also because he rescued it from the clulchea 
of preiloininant authority, aud iu spite of the prescriptions which sanc- 
tified Papal abuses, and of the bitierness of inleresled foes, he dared 
to write, speak, and act the truth, confident of ultimate success, and 
fearless of present cousequences. Galileo ia immortalized, because 
he reached and revealed the truth, although the errors which he ex- 
posed were fnrtiSed by time, by the highest scientific authority, by 
universal belief, by political power and by a spiritual inquisition. His 
is a bold spirit which dares to think against such overwhelming influ- 
ences—and what are these influences but prejudices, and systems 
founded upon, and built up of, these prejudices ? 

It is this very characteristic just pointed out, which is one of the 
most essential elements of greatness. Men ar» great, in that they rise 
above the prejudices which age, country, and existing systems have 
made the measure of common minds. Where others stop, as the ulti- 
mate goal of their exertions, they begin ; where others falter, they 
press steadily on ; and thus they become, instead of the slaves, the 
masters and leaders of age, country, and system. 

There is much of truth in the character and constitution of many of 
the gravest errors, and it is no less true, that many of the most prevaleat 
notions have but a shght foothold upon right. The idea of a Supreme 
power ruling in the affairs of men, naturally led to an appeal to this 
power, to settle controversies, and to uphold the right. Hence arose 
the reference to ordeal as a test of guilt or innocence. It was some 
such confused notion of the prevalence of right, which left national 
and individual quarrels to the arbitrament of single combat. In botl) 
these cases, the idea of an overruling Providence was doubtless cor- 
rect ; but the false conclusion waa drawn, that this power would always 
protect the innocent, and punish the guilty, in particular instances. 
Our belief carries the final decision of justice beyond this life, and cen- 
ters upon a Deity who rules by general laws, and not by a perpetual 
succession of miracles. 

From the apostolic recommendation of a mutual confession of sins, 
grew up the spiritual tyranny, and the gross abuses of (he confessional, 
the most potent instrument of Papal sway. Ghosts and hobgoblins, 
and all dire, unearthly shapes, have always been companions of peace- 
ful night in the notions of men — a prejudice which reason, satire and 
education have proved unable to overthrow. 

A slight error, sanctioned by as slight a prejudice, does not disappear, 
when it has worked out its immediate effects upon national and indi- 
vidual character. It has a resurrection and a life through succeeding 
generations, and its impress is permanently stamped upon their char- 
acter and destiny. We have already seen the origin of that prestige 
of Empire, which was as the finger of fate pointing tbe sturdy Romans 
to a perpetually brightening future, so long as their national supremacy 
endured. The rise and progress of Asceiicisra in Europe further illus- 
trates this fact. Men, despairing of perfect obedience, and influenced 
by a false oriental philosophy, began to aajriie after a purer life. They 
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thought to Bave themselrea from the baneful influencea of an evil worid. 
by shuuicg theraeelTeB up in the mouldy w-alls of moDasteries and in 
hermiia' cella, and by lices of devotion, self-denial and self-torture, to 
merit heaven. The ains and abuses which grew out of such an un- 
natural system, are written among the darkest records of the dark ages. 

The distempered Loyola, prompted by a misguided zeal and a ro- 
mantic enthusiasm, founded the order of Jesuits, which grew to such 
enormous power, that men and nations recoiled from its hated influence 
in mortal terror. Again, in minds conscious of guilt, and of unfirnesa 
to face a just God, arose, at the hands of designing men, the idea of 
a mediation less removed from the common reach ; and this contributed 
Id no small degree to the power of a priesthood, which arrogated to 
itself the regulation of conscience, and the dispensation of spiritual 
weal and wo. Hence also arose the reverence for symbols and saints 
and the Virgin, as more accessible avenues to the favor of Heaven. 

Thus do notions take shape and grow to power, fostered by natural 
and almost inevitable prejudices. 

In nothing else, perhaps, are these more evident and mare powerful, 
than in religious systema. When we notice that religious prejudices influ- 
ence the moat secret and the most potent spriogsof human nature, and 
that they begin to be inculcated by example and precept, among the earli- 
est impressions upon the plastic character, it is by no means surprising 
that reaaoD in after years generally fails to outweigh these early influ- 
ences. With them are hnked the character and the deatiny of all, 
whom every one holds dear, the hallowed legends of their history, and 
the most important incidents of their lives. We can almost forgive 
_ the heathen, or the 'misguided bigot and fanatic under another and a 
better system, when their errors are the result of a previous history 
and an early bias, and 'are not prompted by mature, misguided reason, 
or a corrupt heart. The Jew smarts under bis degradation ; but the 
God who thundered upon Sinai is still his God — the law and the 
prophets seem to forbid him to stray ffom the example of bis forefathers. 
The Mohammedan recognizes in the cry of the Muezzin from his min- 
aret the voice of God and his prophet, the fiat of destiny. It were as 
eaay to strip a man of his home and his love for it, as to deprive him of 
his household gods, made doubly sacred by the worship and the tradi- 
tions of bis ancestors. How the Roman Catholic clings to hia creed, 
though he may be ignorant, and in other respects servile, is well known. 
No subii]e logic has ever taughk his reason the foundation of his faith ; 
but with his earliest recollections, and with the finest feelingtof his heart, 
are intertwined the sacred rites and symbols of bis religion, and all that 
he hopes for or fears, in matters of the utmost importance. There is 
nothing more beautiful in human nature, than this fidelity to the attach- 
ments of youth, whether the impreasions then made ue coned or not. 
It is meet that one should not forget the counsels, add the gray hairs of 
his sire, though the former may not be wholly correct, and the latter 
may have whitened far away from the genial light of truth. And how 
would men overleap the bounds of salutary restraint, and becoroo self- 
willed and extravagant, if the prescriptions of the past, and the conn- 
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sela of time, were to go unheeded. Call not then the firmness of the 
heathen in the faiih of his fathers, mere obstinacy, while you Ubor to 
convert hnn to the religion which your fathers bequeathed to you, and 
which all your prejudices have ever favored. 

Governtiients bear the impress of prejudice. The wise statesman, 
in regulating public policy, is always obliged to take into careful con- 
aideraiioa the prejudices of his countrymen, making these subserve his 
high purposes, while he endeavors to modify and correct thorn. That 
image of his couniry which every patfiol cherishes, is not variable and 
evanescent, but defined and permanent. Hie vine and his fig-tree were 
no longer his own, if pruned and trained by another and a foreign hand. 
In order that a government may secure the higbest love of its citizens, 
it is essential that it should connect itself with the sympathies of the 
people, by those ties which are strengthened slowly, but are fastened 
firmly and permanently, by a previous history, and the lapse of time. 
" Good governments are not formed, but grow." They grow from the 
past as their source and support ; and at every stage of this growth, 
the prejudices of 'the people clinging to the past, make the progress of 
government slow, but healthful and secure -, or they furnish a whole- 
some check upon sudden or unseasonable changes. This is conserva- 
tism. We look with respect and reverence, upon a long established 
order of things, not merely by reason of its intrinsic excellence, but 
also from the very fact of its long-cooiinuance. We are so constituted 
that we cannot help reverencing antiquity. 

The hold which the doctrine of legitimacy haa had upon Europe for 
centuries, until within a recent period, is, in a great measure, explained 
by this obvious principle. The dogma, however originated, at least 
became prevalent, that certain men were " born to the pui'ple." Under 
regularly descended dynasties, nations acquired power and character; 
and the sovereign's glory was, at the same lime, that of his realm. 
These monarcbs had an authority higher than any earthly sanction could 
give, and this prestige of royalty too often sancUlied weakness, and 
profligacy, and tyranny. The struggle which has well-nigh over- 
thrown this doctrine, has been a long and an arduous one, having ar- 
rayed against il, not only the power of the rulers, but also the prejudi- 
ces of the great body of the people. There is always a practical, and 
indeed proper presumption in favor of existing governments, whatever 
their forms may be. In our own country, freedom is fortified not only 
by our love for it in itself, but also, because we learn from infancy to 
extol its very name, and to exult in our " glorious land of liberty," before 
we well know, and without thinking, what it is that ne are constantly 
magnifying. 

What but a sort of prejudice is the source of ihat national vanity, 
which is common alike to all nations ? 

The Greeks, uritil compelled by the Persians to feel the reality of 
other power besides their own, looked down in proud contempt upon a 
world of barbarians. The Romans were imbued with the same na- 
tional pride, and seemed to consider all others, except themselves and 
the Greeks, as worthy only to be their subjects anfl alavw. It is 
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but recently that more potent and refined warfare thiui soy of which 
they had ever before had experience, has compelled the Chinese to 
recognize a superior civilization, which their prejudices, fostered bjr 
Ignorance and a severe excluaiveneas, had always characterized Ma 
" outside" barbarism. 

Pt^rhaps prejudice is not a misnomer for that which gives rise to so 
BtTong and universal a love of country and home. This does not at all 
depend upon the beauty and superiority of that accidental spot, which 
men call country and home. 

The Icelanders have a proverb, that " Iceland is the fairest land on 
vrhich the sun shines ;" and what country, whether frowned upon or 
favored by nature, has not a similar one 1 Transplant the wild tenant 
of the forest into the midst of reSnement and luxury, and he will sigh 
for h'3 native haunts again. This seniiment no maxims of reason can 
unsettle, time only can shake, and even time itself cannot destroy. 
The very names of country and home and of their associations, are a 
spell with which to call up the nobler feelings of human nature, when 
all other earthly ties have lost their power, and the very nature seems 
imbrued beyond all hope of recovery. These sentiments remain the 
last faint token of that celestial principle, which is the common birth' 
right of all, the last link which binds man to a common sympathy with 
his kind. These feelings are all strengthened and kept alive by pre- 

Neither truth nor error are ever stationary ; they are always upon 
the move, and never retrograde. Hence, when opinions diverge in the 
least from the truth, the lapse of time and the natural course of evenis 
inevitably caity the ditference to an extent, measured by nothing in the 
original importance of the perversion, but by the constantly increasing 
stability arising from prescription, and by the laws of mental progress. 

Thus prejudices sdmetimes fix, or at least perpetuate the character of 
whole races of men. The Jews, bound together by the lies of a com- 
mon origin, and by the sfiecial guidant^e and favor of Heaven, have 
fallen utterly as a nation, and sadly as individuals. Theirs were 
the " oracles of God," but upon a misunderstanding of them, was built 
up the expectation of a mighty temporal prince in iheir promised Mes- 
siah. Tbis prejudice was so tirmljr rooted in the minds of the multi- 
tude, that they could not look upon an unpretending leacher, as any 
other than an impostor. They Were consequently visited speedily with 
a curse, which has haunted them till this day. Upon the descendants 
of Ishmael was imposed the character of wild, roving men, and, true 
to his nature, the Arab is still the nomad of the desert. In the East, 
a peculiar system of mingled philosophy and religion has caused the 
tide of Ufe to stagnate and remain almost stationary for ages. So that 
ages as well as races not unfrequently owe their character to prejudi- 
ces peculiarly their own. 

But, besides these more general instances and manifestations of 
prejudice, it appears to have a great and almost supreme control over 
individual character. This would indeed follow from what has been 
already said ; for what are races, and ages, and nations, and govera- 



id by Google 



352 POPULAR PRKJUDICE8. [^'■'yt 

menla, but aggregations of individuEils, and mdividual characlers} An 
abstraction can do nothing ; it is only when it is embodied, and be- 
comes an active principle in the minds of individuals, that it can have 
uy practical character and influence. When the eye lirst opens upon 
me world around, when the awakening mind lirst drinks in the ideas 
which are perpetually rising before it, impreesions are made lasting as 
time, and indelible as its traces. The voices of familiar friends, the 
charms of familiar scenes, the empire of familiar thoughts, are a part 
of the future man, and as such, never leave him. It would seem that 
nature bestows upon every one a certain constitution of mind, as well 
aa of body. But there is in the character of every man something 
more than ibis. No one grows up without education of some sort, 
and a good or a faulty education must have a great effect upon the 
character and compass of the mind. The child has every thing to 
learn, and it muat make a great difierence what and how he. leams. 
The power of education hag paaa'ed into a proverb, and some would 
even have us believe that geniua itaelf is the result of education. 
But aside from the professed discipline of the schools, there is a 
training which every one, though un consciously, undergoes. Hia as- 
sociations shape his ideas ; they give a permanent bias to his mind, they 
turn the current of bis character. The simple child, under these in- 
fluences, may thus become a confirmed barbarian, or may stand high id 
the ranks of refinement and cultivated intellect. Thus the youth of 
strong mind and violent disposition may become a bold and outlawed 
wretch, or, trained to self-control and aelf-reHpecl, by the vigor and aupe- 
riority of his character, become a leader and a benefactor of his fellow- 
men. Such influences do not necessairily convince the reason, but they 
act upon the under-current of character, which controls and carries 
along with it the whole man.. They are intertwined with the feelings 
and impulses of the soul, they command the aasent of the mind, and 
thus govern the springs of thought and action. This early bias moulds 
the manners, fixes the habits, and, in a great measure, opens and pre- 
pares, or fills up and obstructs the way to truth and greatness. It fits 
or unfits the subject of these influences for those walks of life to which 
his talenta might reasonably lead him to aspire. 

The world can never know how much it has lost in the talents of 
many, who, by reason of the prescriptions of education and circum- 
stances, have lived obscure and died unknown. Nor again does it ap- 
preciate how much these same causes have contributed to build up the 
character of many of its favorites. 

The greatest rulers and conquerors have been almost always mark- 
ed by prejudices pecuharly their own, and have also, by skillful man- 
agement, taken the lead of prevalent prejudices, and made them con- 
spire to the accomplishment of their own ends. Great generals aeem 
almost always to have been inspired with a presentiment of success, 
and to have imbued their soldiera with the same confidence, which 
was often a guarantee of victory ia the most desperate circumstances. 

Numa, following the bent of his own mind, and working upon the 
superstitions of his subjects, instituted a code of religious rites, imdec 
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the pretended sanction of a Godess, wfaicb, id a. great measure, coq- 
'trolled all the fiilure observances of the Roman religion, and which, 
along with his own virtues, caused htm to be remembered ever after- 
Avards, as Rome's greatest benefactor after Romulus. The fathei of 
Hannibal instilled into the youthful mind of his son, his own bitter 
hatred Bgaiost the Romans, and caused him to swear, upon his country's 
altars, eternal enmity against them. Who can tell how great influence 
these early prejudices had upon that great mind, and upon Rome, and 
through Rome, upon the world t Consiantine is said to have seen, in 
the heavens, the mystic symbol of the Cbtislian faith, and to have in- 
terpreted it as an omen of victory. The prejudice thus inspired led 
him to espouse' the religion of the cross ; and thus commenced its prev- 
alence, sanctioned by the government in the Roman Empire. Napo- 
leon was, from early youth, trained in the ideas and the arts of war, 
and doubtleea this early bias, along with his own native preeminence, 
marked him out ae the future Emperor of France, and conqueror 
of Europe. Cromwell's youih is said to have been haunted with 
strange visions of royalty, and it seems to be agreed that this cast of 
mind, vrheiher arising from, or giving rise to, these fancies, influenced 
his whole future career. The mother of Byron seems by her indis- 
cretion 10 have awakened prejudices, which, combined with his sen- 
sitive nature and his passions, permanently perverted his character. 
And who has not observed upon what seemingly trivial incidents have 
hinged the character and fortunes of those around faim ? A word, a 
look, a single action, are- often at the beginning of a course of thought 
and of life, of which no philosophy could have ever dreamed. 

Men are constanfly ihiown into positions where immediate action ia 
required ; sometimes when it is impossible to call in the direct aid of 
reason, authority or fact ; and here prepoi^sessions must decide the 
question. All men are thus, either directly or indirectly, under the 
empire of prejudice.' For the mind is not a collection of disconnected 
parts, any one of which may be cultivated, or perverted, or disorganized 
without affecting the rest ; but it is a complex system of interdepend- 
ant parts, the growth, or perversion, or alteration of any one of which, in 
any way, affects "the whole character. 

Thus powerful and universalis the sway of prejudice. On every page 
of the world's history are traced its workings. In every sphere of in- 
fluence, in every juncture of fortune, its band is seen guiding the pres- 
ent, and shaping the future. Its influence is sometimes for good, but 
oftener for evil. It is for good when exisliag prejudices are in the di- 
rection of truth. They may thus stand in ils place and prepare the way 
for it, , " Prejudice may be trusted to guard the outworks for a short 
time, while Reason slumbers in the citadel, but if the laiier sink into 
a lethargy, the former will quickly erect a standard for itself." When 
it is united with a contracting ignorance and headstrong passions, the 
combination excludes truth and defies reason. As we have seen, it 
sometimes keeps an age groping in darkness behind its time. It shuts 
out whole races of men from sympathy and commerce with their kind. 
It pampers an exclusive national vanity. It draws the bounds of na- 
tional dietinctiona so strict, that 
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It calla all foreign lands barbarian — it perpetualea vicious systems of 
government ; and it is only when ripened into a prudent conservatism, 
that it proves a blessing to a people. It transforms punctillios and un- 
important distinctions, into binding codes of manners, and unyielding 
notions. It makes religion often a perpetual despotism of old, but un- 
founded authorities ; or again it fills with bitterness the hearts of secta- 
rian champions, and widens every moment the gulf between sects 
once dwelling together in brotherly love. It fans the flames, of per- 
secution — it gives birth to fanaticism — it nourishes superstition — it is 
the patron of bigotry. Ii has led men to condemn their kindred flesh 
and blood for unhallowed intercourse with demons — it has made them • 
visionary and extravagant. It is the ready tool of the demagogue, the 
false teacher, and the designing of every grade and kind. It has, in 
, fine, become almost a synonym with mischief or harm. 

To unlearn is a harder task than to learn anew ; but when both these 
must be done, when the way back to truth thus doubles upon itself, 
the difficulty is greatly aggravated. As truth and reason tend to make 
character constantly purer and better, so error and prejudice involve it 
deeper and deeper in wrong, until it becomes thoroughly perverted, and 
its extrication is next to impossible. We want nothing to come be- 
tween us and the truth ; we would banish prejudices — for there does 
not seem to be a conception of society or of individual character, fully 
realizing the cravings of our higher nature, from which these are not 
excluded. , 

But, since they cannot, from the constitution of men and things, be 
wholly removed, the efforts of the wise and good will be directed to 
the task of sofieoing and lessening those which exist, and of guard- 
ing against their future prevalence. 

It is a grand, distinguishing characteristic of superior civilization, 
that, where it prevails, truth reclaims its place from prejudice, and the 
system of things tends to keep the mind disabused of those errors 
which it sanctions and sustains. 

.Two of these influences are especially worthy of notice. The ex- 
tensive and comparatively frequent and free intercourse of different na- 
tions and remote parts of the earth, for commercial and other purposes, 
manifestly lends to bring about a catholic liberality of sentiment the 
world over. Instead of frowns of distant suspicion and distrust, na- 
tions are even now exchanging smiles of familiarity alid mutual good 
will. A new sphere of ideas is opened to the traveler in foreign 
lands, and it is natural that he should carry away with him enlarged 
views and liberal feelings. And if the earth is ever to become the 
home of one great brotherhood of nations, all under the rule of univer- 
sal truth and right, we cannot doubt that a free and familiar interchange 
of friendly oflices, of thought and of feeling, is to be the inseparable 
bond of their unioR. 

But again, wherever governmenls have become, in any degree, as- 
similated to our high ideal of perfection, there are, within the national 
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body, and acting upon the individuals of which il is composed, two 
grand causes, woiking together for the emancipation of the mind from 
prejudice and its ally ignorance. Universal education and freedom of 
thought united are carrying on this crusade. 

These give free scope to the action and development of the mind ; 
they discipline, while they enlarge its capacity ; they act upon it in 
early life, before it has been subjected to the control of any petraanent 
principles and habits of thought and action — so that truth and liberty 
seem as natural and indispensable to the man as the air be breathes ; 
and he is thus formed at their hands, or rather suffered to form himself 
as God and nature intended. 

Man thus acquires character, and is no longer a mere machine in 
the hands of an established authority, or a bubble " light aa air" left to 
the mercy of the fickle winds of opinion. Character thus becomes 
leal and permanent ; not through ignorance and therefore exposed to 
constant weakness and change ; nor yet perverted in its nature, stub- 
born in error, and stationary under unreasonable and immovable preju- 
dices — but fixed, real and permanent, and yet progressive, under the 
genial sway of truth and reason. To bring these two great influences 
into full and successful operation, will be the enfranchisement of a 
world, and one of the noblest achievements and proudest boasts of en- 
lightened patriotism and philanthropy. 
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PETEK BROWN AND DOLLY CROSS. 

A doleful, logondaiy Ballad, written in ' common metre' with an owl-quiH by tba 
light of a lunai eclipHe, aod modeled aftei the mti-Pope-itb principles of Word*- 
worthiaD poetasters, who are in favoi of Hayiug little things on little aubjects in a little 
nay — its baldoesB, however, being embelliabed here and there with Sowers called from 
BQcleot literature aod modem science : the whole forming a charming Bll'pod of Joha 
Milton, Joha Bunyan and John Gilpin, illnetrated with obfuscative anaotatiaoB by 
Schwartzbachstab Dununkopf Ton Tranmland, and other unfatbomabla scholars. 

This cross-eyed man across a field 
Was crossing with his nag ; 

AcnHB the nag a bag of meal. 
His legs acron the bag ; 

When Cupid with his cross-bow shot 
The bumpkin through the heart. 

And all Love's aaodynes could not 
Assiiage (he fatal smart. 

All thrilled and weak with tender pain. 
He Btoj^ied at strsngeat loss ; — 

Fat there upon the daimBd plain 
The dumpling Dolly Croee 



Tmns's somethiag in a fairy-boal,* 

Titaoia's moou-lil galley. 
With elfin oar and sail to fioat 

Through wood and wizard valley : 

But in a Sat-boat / would choose, 

With little care or study, 
The seas of daily life to cruise. 

Diaphanous, or muddy. 

There's something id the eagle's flight. 
Who wheels his daring pinion 

H^h through llie bright, empyreal light. 
His own supreme dominion. 

But much more in the hnzzard'stt which 

From realms ethereal passed 
To feed by every reeking ditch 

On carrion sheep, or ones. 



Come all, who've heard great Wordsworth 
And listen to my lay — [einj 

The finest, sweetest, ptettiest thing. 
Yon "re heard for many a day : 

How a erosB-eyed man was crossed m lor 
By ft cross-eyed, cnm-giained maid. 

Nor could his cross-eyed glances move 
Het pity to his aid 

And, if the mose of I^e-Khod ?ein 

Will lend the bard her sheU, 
He'll sing how this consamii^ onne 

Upon his here teU. 



• Vide Wordsworth — InlrodocUon to 
" Peter Bell." 8. D. Vo« T. 

t E. g. The adoption, as poetical snb- 
jects, of Donkeys, daberloiuies and Idiot 
Boys. Johannes LoaouiCnne. 



ly mighty Love o'ermastered quite, 

He tumbled fVaia his hon," 
•ai vainly kueeied — ah, hapless wight! 

To dainty Dolly Crow. 

Ha sighed, 'and prayed, «nd swore enoogb 

The coldest breast to warm; 
But Dolly Cross was bnllel-proor 

Through all the tender Btonn. 

"Rie lightnings darted from her eyes 
In form of letter X, 
nd thus repUed to Peter's sighs, 
This fieroest of tier sex. 



From the employment of eoch noa- 
Anglican eipressions ob " hls'n," "hoaa," 
"gal," ■'gil,"and "eaut,"in place of their 
legttimat« Saion equivalents, it has been 
conjectured that Peter and Dolly were 
regular Yankees. For clegaul sppeimeiw 
of the Down-Easteriy dialect, conenit JSaj. 
Jack Downing and Sam Slick ^xusim. ^ 
Jui>oE Haubu&tdn. 
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" Go, Peter Brown ! yoar goggle-eyoB 
Can squint no charma for me ! 

Tbisietlie^a;, what lives and dies 
From Dnptitl band-cnOa free ; 

Free as the Bummer-brooke, that Sow 
Undiaiasd by wintry fetters : — 

And furthermore, I'd haie you know, 
Fm Bweet-heurt for yourbettBisJ 

You hump-backed, annb-noaed, crocs-eyed 
Lest you Hhould longer doubt [clowD ! 

My will, I ted ynu, Peter Brown, 
Make tTHcks! cut dirt '. git eoat ! 



Homenitrd he rode, and daily be 
Went tbrough a Mrong coiivulaio 

Of grief, to tbiuk be had hut the 
" AttiBolioQ of repaltioa"* 



Hiatus, TBide dsflenduB, et a lectore 
amanti Boliiin intplendus. 

Anglic^, a dismal blank of tears and 
sighs and hopeless longings, with, at inter' 
vals, a strong, cardiac spasm, convulsing 
the whole toular syatem. G. Frttleib. 

The sun had brassed tbe mld-lan^ lino, 
And from his southem throne 

On Peter's eyes did vainly shine. 
For heart and hope were gone \ 

CrosB-legged he sat on a cross-board fence. 
With his aims across his breast, 

And tbuB addreseed the crosa-grained girl, 
Deal cause of his unrest. 



* An enigmatical species of attraction, 
■a named by paiadoiical pbilosopheiB, It 
is curiaui, by tbe way, to remark how 
often the " attraction of eokeaian," which 



marringe i[ 



l2uiR. 



Tb'ie w 



cally tr 



■ of the 



said that, dur- 
ing the ho nay- moon, be longed, from pure 
fondness, to eat his wife np, and was al- 
ways after aaa^ that he had n't done it I 
J. B. Broticits. 



My Tision, like a crow,* 
And lost my peace, and for the lea 
My toan descend, like snow.* 

Blind Cupid look me for a butt 

To try his fatal dart, 
Which, like a cross-cut saw, doth cnt 

Right square acraea my heart 

You said I had a snubbW nose, 
Ci08E-e}'es and bump-buck, too ; — 

Why these are beauties, oh my rase ; 
At least they're soch in yon. 

If e'er a ' match' in Heaven was formed, 

'Twas surely that between us : 
For I'm across-eyed Phiebos, wanned 
By tliee, a squinting Venux. 

My right-eye shot its tender heama 

Into thy i^ght hand iris; 
Thy left into my left poured streams 

Of soft and melting lire. Is 

Aught more horrible to bear 
Than sorrow's slow corrosion? 

I'll go and blow this match, I swear, 
Sky-high in one eiplosion. 

For "matches" are not made above, 

But in the lower gulph ; or 
Else where gets this torch of Lave 

Its Luciferian sulphur? 

My pain grows worse and worser stilt, 

No romedy I know : 
I'll go and kill myself, I will ; 

J will, indeed. Oh! Ob! I" 

Down jumped he from the cross-board 
With dark and fell intention, [fence 

And, as he could not bear luipente. 
Resolved to try sxjpenmon.t 

■ Observe the fine truthfulness of these 
similes. Hie Love was 'like a crow,' in 
that she darkened all his hopes. Thecom- 
psrison of his ' tears' to ' enow,' is power- 
fully suggestive of the idea thai misery had 



p the 



of h 






congealed the very springs of being. 

S. D. Von Traditlind. 
t The poet here' straggled limpingly 
after a pun. O, Mercury, ' meeeen^er of 
gods and men,' and Addison, pnre-minded 
hater of the vile paronommia, what eac- 
rilejce to wit! Sed vide Miltonis Diaboli 
' Paradiea Perdito, Lib. 6. 

Joe Mii^k. 
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Acroaa two Dprl|;ht poata ho laid 

A croas-beem kU of maple, 
And in Ihe rroaa-beam fiul he made 

A >alld.hi»li and aLaple. 

Then raUPninir, Doan-wiae. in tbs book 
Each cfieriahed old aoapenderi 

Ha ularrd ataund htm, with a look 
Ilair-fuiiuua, half-Lendar. 

" Oh, (krewall, Earth ! rarawell, oh H« 
Oh, rareiii, cruel Dolly ! [van 

And nevel be thy aoul forgiieo 



I afTlhia mortal coil," 



He nooeed hta aeck ii\ 



Acroes the finlda that very uight 
Plum|i Dolly Croaa cumo tripptni(. 

With lhou);hu as briKht. and Uc.paaa light 
Aa a cow'a,* fro9b dovoi clippiug. 

But while >he viewed above hxr head 
The pure, dark depth* of Mlier, 

And acanDed the daodelioDa, apread 
Around bar and benaatb bar; 

limned □□ the iky, before her eye, 

A livid cone hung danellDg, 
" Dead aa a hertiiig,"t iwung ou high 

By ruth lev qiwUmBD aoglinfr. 



* Some hyparcrilicB, particnlarlyZoil 



Uiat Ihia bovine compariaan ia defrradlDt; 
to thn heroiue, and beneath the dij;nity or 
Ihe Epic. Let auch remember how often 
Homer eatitlea the aiater and wife of Jove, 
'the ox-<y<d, venerable Juno.' Compare 
alaothe two hema, Peter Bell and Ajai 
belaboring, the one a real, Iha other an im 
aginary aaa- Zjrrocui'Va HAARaPALTKa- 

t Same have deemed this phrBae to 
DolloquiaL Had they ever cliabed Skid 
daw, or aoDuetJzed from the aouroe to thi 
mouth of the majealic little Duddon, the; 
would knuiT that llie plaineat language ie 



than a dead herring! Again: we have 
all seen the eitinct fiah, and have not seen 
the defunct hero : therefore, Ihe formei 
aimile ia the more familiat and atrikmg. 
Ai lot ' inhereut dignity' atid bU Ibat au- 



[Wy. 

ea! there, with black, prolmded tongue. 

And eyea no longer aparkliug. 
Beneath the lonar^ moon-beama awnug 

Poor Peter, grim and darkling- 
Strange borror apimd the maiden then. 

With deepest grief inwoven ; 

at well Blie knew the wretch agaht. 

Who thua hia love had proven. 

And Peter Brown, who vainly tried 

In life her heart to bend wica. 
The ver;' hour in which ha died 

Received an ample vengeance. 

And feetiogs. until now aoppreantd 
To aave her maiden Unibing, 
loilrd over, fnm ber frozen breaali 
Like iBina'a lava, rushing. 

ly quivering limbs, and troubled glance. 

Wild hair and pulee so feeble, 
he eeemed some propheten hi trance. 

Some Fythooeea, or Sibyl. 

With faltering accents there ahe atood. 
To apeak essaying weakly, 
ill soim of lean a bursting flood 
From each eye gushed oUiqnety : 

Which, meeting at her EKse'a tip. 
Where met herthwarting vision, 

Streamed dowu above her bloodleai tip 
lu hieejng-hot collision. 

Lt last in words she found relief — 
Words steeped in pasBiou's fteniy — 

lod thua ahe shrieked aloud her grief — 
Grief tatterer than taniy.H 

tlquated trash, to the eye of a philosopher 

oae Bubelauce b as elegant and reverend 

as another, and the' Oceanic' (ibakapeare, 

lis UB that "the dual of Alexander mfky 

«ne to atop a bong -hole." 

Jaciasinub Auricula. 
^ Aatronomera will recogniie theeiclu- 
'e appoaiteneaa ef this epithet, since no 
other speciee of 'moon-beama' than the 
' lunar* is known lo exiit Consult Ptole- 
my, Kepler, Newton, Mnnchausen, etc 
Alao, the ' Man in tbe Hoou.' 

Major Ursa Bdoteb. 
II Vict the common aipressien '■ hitler- 
er than gall." Here, aa in many other 
paseagea, the eiquisile judgment of our 
poet is auch, to use a Terentian phraae,. 
'ul nihil supra.' 1st. The employment 
ol the vocaUe ' gall,' would have marred 
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" Aod hart Ihon, then, dew Peter Bromi, 
L«fl thia warid's green expanaioa, 

And jounipyed, wrrow-otncken down 
To Hadw' jofleaa roBnaian T 

Have I, ao clearly marked abnvs 

To be thine own, thy choBsa, 
Retarnsd oo augn>erin|[ squint of love, 
Andthasthy heart's-blood frozen? 

That thou shanld'at thus ataoe endara 

How can thy Dolly b«Hr, my poor 
Heautontiniormnenos I> 

A) thou hast checked liie'a purple (ids 
With the Mrsps (hat croned thy shoul- 

So I will hang mo by thy side [dere ; 

All in my atockiiig-holdm"^ 

Those lodiaci at & world unknown 
She looted with tiembling digiu. 

And fastened to her virgin zone, 
Impelled by all the Fidgets.! 



(Instead of marrying) the rhyme—a 
terof great moment For, iu poesy, rhyme 
is superior to reason: which in the cause 
nhy many modem poets eall their efiu- 
sions " fugilive pieces;" because the 
rhyme has run auay from the reason. 
Sd. The compsrison in the text, though 
less BtiODg, is more original. 

H. P. DE GomBua. 

• " Self-Tormentor." The ohiof char- 
acter in a Greek Comedy, Latinized by 
Terence, the " dlmulialus Meoaiider" of 
Rome. Job. Scalioikid 

t Veihum obfoscatissimDm, de quo mird 
torqueutur inlerpretes. Pro sifiica 
ad vestificarum tramcendtnttlium 



G. M. Pan 



mythology, 



beings, in the Nor-AngI 
second-cousins to the Fi 
«ieDM. The wilch-atrickan Cotton Math. 
er, in an unpubliihed appendix to hii 
' Magnolia,' says that their names an 
Flurry, Hurry, and Worry. 

JoniTBAH Selinucdb. 



And, Dning Peter's stiffened loss 

As block to mount aj<-nnet. 
She faintly climbed. What lean, what 

Were crowded in that minnle '. [woes 

But while ber breast with angui^ bnmed. 
All in (he noose she laid her ;— 

Her head toward the Zenith turned. 
Her feet inward the Madir. 

As Death and Life in her sweot f^mo 

Were draperately hattling, 
She thus exhaled her amorauB flanie 

In accents weak and rattling. 

" I scorned to be thy living bride — 

O scorn to memory bilter '. 
But now I hsog me by thy side. 

To die for thee, my Peter ! 

Oh '. day on day, and year on year 
Shall nin and wind and thunder 

Rave wildly round onr airj bier, — 
But Ht Ibsy cannot aandet ! 





Shall dash 


ur bones together 


^lid, side by 


de, our faithful he 


Shalt sleep 


n peace forever; 



And long, when lovers humbly sue. 
Shall maids, warned by my rain, 
t once say, " Thank you, yes," or do 
Themselves sometimes the wooing. 

And Ibsy ahall make their sacred vow 
" ua. Love's bapleas manyia — 

'Knigbt of the Sospendeis," thou— 
" Lady of the Garten" ;• 

More had ehe aaid, or more had sighed. 
Which here the bard would copy; 

But juit precisely then she died. 
As dies a fair young poppy.t 

• Quaere. Wbetbu' this tragical evsut 

ere not the true onpo of the order of the 

ar and Garter — the >tar to stud the 

Knight's suspender, and the Garter to be 

'aced — wherever it pleased the lady to 

place it I Vide Hume and Liogard. 

ARCiuioLQaos NcatTOR. 

t This similitude has bsen pronounced 

by the erudite and sharp-nosed Smelfua- 

guB to Iw dscidadly inodoroos, as the ponV 

is less fragrant than an anuna from 'Araby 
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The boDra flew by, tu haan will &y. 

And *ooii trie autumn gale 
Went weiliDf^ lhTOii)[h the foreMa diy. 

Or eddying dowa the vale ; 

But winda migfal nail, and woods might 
Their widowed heada, and moan ; [ 

These loven, in Iheii peiuile grave, 
Stillilepl ucheeding on. 



But anowi from Hyenu' tpo«y crown 

Unfelt, UDheeded tell 
On Dolly CroM and Peter Brown, 

Who loTsd, and laved ao well. 

The weekeawept on. aa weeks wilt aweep, 
And Hwa the vtnce of Spring 

Waked bod, and leaf, and flower tram 
And plumed Iho wild-bird'i wing, [aleep. 

But not aweet apring*B refreahing gale. 

Of aoft and fragrant In^ath 
Could wake Ihoee eleepen, cold and pale. 

From the pale, cqld aleep of Death ! 

The months paved by, aa monlha will 
And soon the anmmer breexe [pan, 

Flotved softly o'er the waving graaa. 
And throagh the ruattlog trees: 

Bnt while all Nature bloomed around, 
And birds their loves were aiuging, 

Sweat Dolly Croaa and Peter Brown 
In the wanu, bright air were awin^ng. 



Showered down hla golden aplendor, 



Ihe Blast' But the poppy is eminently 
soporiremuB, and tbarefors ia peculiarly 
eiprewive of BiDkine into the sleep of 
Death. I^nuo Meooniccb. 

t The reader ia here expected to weep 
profusely. Flokatok Qitbkibundub. 



But beame of day, or beams of night, 

Illuming bU the skies, 
Could uever find, cross how they might, 

A focus iu tbeit eyes I 

Tfie poBaiug maid would hush her breath 

In Bitence aud in fear, 
Or, looking at the poftofdeBlh, 

Would faiutty cry, ■' Oh, dearl" , 

Her brain would lose its giddy whirl. 
And her keen pnlse beat stiller. 

At tboughl of Ltoll., Ihe milkiDg-girl, 
And Peter Brown, the miller. 

And there slill hang their glisteriug honea 

Ssd proof of this ssd slory, 
Aud seem to say, in creaking tones, 

" Frood girl ! hbhehto hou 1" 

Your flaenl bard could raise a crop 

Of veraicles ' ad libitum' ; 
But At kiwwB when and where to atop— 

For fools, who don't — why, gibbet 'em ! 



Thus have I drawn these complei i 
From that delightful shell, 

Which chauted once on Britiab plain 
The lay ofFeler Bell"; 

And made of low and lofty WOtda 



u, like ' Nature'a hard,' I've twined 
e old Pama^an laurd 
With leavee we every where may find, 



trust we both may 'scape the maw 
Of Time, the mighty Eater, 
And Ihe eyes o( aftar-agea draw 
~ MV and WoHDBwoxTa'i Peter ! 



[Filched from Prof. Tallfellow'a forthcoming heiametrical Epic, (on the Georgian, 
who was swallowed by an alligator,) with a few pnialhelical and paragogical additiona.] 
To all the Yalensiau students in Science, and Medicine, Law and Divinity, 
The poet commendeth the foregoing elegant versicles, written with tersest concianity, 
Ajid, smiling enhaloed, in glitteiiog, nebulous, nimbus-like wreaths of hia own hoDor- 
ilicabllitadrnily. 
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Hani drofqielh hia onl-qaiU. and limpeth away in a alow-diaj^ng, iigiag:|(y, up-and- 
down, club-footsd, horrible bobble of qoadiupedantean, prooeleuamatii^, auper- Virgil- 
Ian, eicoMDietrical Aleiandrinity.* FEauiDiB ErHirros. 

■ Theae foul lines are juitly regtirded aa the' ne ptiu nitre,' oi, more tiuly, the 'na 
phitiimamuilsa.' of all Ihe ctaseical poetry yet eilKnt in our langua)re. They com- 
bine tbe majestic and melodieus march of the ancient rhythm with Sie ear-litilla^ng 
jingle of modem rhyme. They fomi a moat appropriate jSnaZs to thta autriime Epic ; 
for they gallop off dactylically, euggeating the delightful picture of ti modest bard, lun- 
niag away fiam the praiaea of admiring readera. From Gnt to last they ipcreue m 
length by regular and beautiful gradetiona, and form, ai it were, a Bpiral atair-caae, 
by which the neophyte of tbe Mueea may ascend to the topmaat aunimit of ParnBcaua. 
The laetTBise which we (hiukjuat three and one half timaa the fiDeet'Aleiadriae' ever 
written, provee by Ob exceeding len)[th ; first, that the wonderfully eiuberant writer 
did not atop for want of wonts, or of breath to blow them out with ; and, aecondly, 
that he felt a delicately complimentary reluctance to part with appreciative readere. 
En panant, we would auggeat, to ahon-winded, or phthisical persona, the adtiaaUlity 
of employing these llnea es a luDg-strenglbener, in place of Ramagea' breathing-tnbe. 
They are to be acanaed at a breath. In an up-hill walk, twenty seven limes jier diem. 
IliHrBiBBOme doubt as to the true lection of the eleventh and twelfth feet ; that mai- 
vetlous scholar, Omnineeciaa Dunderdunciua, learnedly maintaining that the author, 
with ajuatknowledge of hia own merita, wrote, not ' qnadrupedantean,' but 'quadru- 
ply Danlean.' The former wonld be a palpable thetl trom Virgil, from whom our au- 
thor had no occaaion to plagiarise, aioce, in ao far oa hia geniua may have needed ex- 
trineic insjniation, it la plain he drew it from copious potations of bottled moODsbiuB, 
and afrnquent reference to the Rhyming Dictionary of John Walker, the high priest of 
the modern Huaea and Magnus Apollo of oar modem Poeta. The acansion of tbeas 
iniiailable linea will be a fine exercise for young (Hnsodians. We may abo remark that 
'Bcanaion' literally meana ' climbing' — a most appropriate name, since the reading of 
nit poetry (except soch as Peter Bell and Peter Brown] is up-AiU.wark. For critioiBiiw 
on 'poetry la general, aod directions how to torn it out- Bid libitum' and ' to order.' Con- 
anlt the 41sl Vol. (fol. Edit,) of my Tractates " De omnibus rebua, pancisque atiia :" 
article, " Patent Poetry." FoLroRiraos duLoopraoa. 

Horc BT THE Author. — I ahould be sorry to be thought unable to appreciate, or 
capable of scoffing at, the eerene and meditative geaiua of Wordsworth. 1 yield to 
no man in admiration of large portions of his poetry, as well the narrative, as the des- 
criptive and didactic. But the nDsODod poetic ihtory, broached by him and other 
Lakists, is fair subject for aetira ; especially since, through the mflaence of that very 
theory, much of the baldeat common-place found way into his works, and we have for 
years beau drenched with " one weak, washy everiaeting Qood" from the pens of his 
feeble mimics. I would further reioark that I intend no serious thmst at any body, or 
anything ; and that the whole piece from its first skeleton idea to its final corpulent 
completion, was deMgned only aa an eiperimental )(u-^ssprj(, and piece of harmlesa 
nonsenae. F. Eruirroa. 

June 15lh, 1849. 
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REMINISCENCES OF AN UNHAPPY AUTHOK. 
" Oh, that mine eneuiy wmild write a Book !" 

Messrs Editors : — I am in deep affliction. The miseries of au- 
thorship hsTo pierced my soul, and ils poisonous eaeoethts has envea- 
emed all my being. Each step I take in improvement as a writer, de- 
preciates me as a companion and debases me as a man. Possessed 
by the scribbling mania, and rabid with a ihirat for fame, I am forsaken 
of my better angel, and feel that 1 am fast becoming denaturalized, 
demoralized, degraded, and unmanned. I now know, by sad experi- 
ence, the depth and strength and bttlemess of that mysterious curse, 
invoked by the " man of Uz" upon his unnamed foe — " Oh, that mine 
enemy wonld write a book !" It was long anterior to the preparation 
of papyrus, or the invention of printing. Yet even in that uninstructed 
age, it was known that of all disasters, which can fall on man, the 
greatest was that of writing a book, and craving for typical renown. 

But contrary to the irregular, Horatian maxim of plunging "in 
mediae res,'* I will " begin with the beginning," and end with the end. 
I design, then, to give you a mote particular account of this dire catas- 
trophe, with its antecedents, concomitants and consequents ; partly 
with the view of exhaling my sorrows by writing them down in a 
, " Book of Revelations ;" and partly that my fellow-students, forewarn- 
ed by my example, may shun the wild Charybdis and devouring Mael- 
strom, in which my baik is irretrievably engulfed.' 

You must know that, from belonging to a bookish family, and from 
always having seen its various members solacing themselves " in sea- 
son and out of season" with a volume, I became at an early age a con- 
stant and omnivorous reader. In veriest boyhood, I had devoured 
Homer, Shakspeare and Milton, Cervantes, Bunyan and Defoe, Rob- 
ertson, Rollin and Josephus, and in brief, most of the old English 
clasaics, original or translated, besides more modem works, sermons 
and tracts, biographies and poems, magazines and papers beyond all 
number. In fact, reading became with me so much a habit and a 
business, that I frequently performed it more from a sense of duly than 
a sentiment of pleasure, and at onetime I perused with scrupulous ex- 
aciness, all the advertisements in papers, and all the notes and refer- 
ences in books, though, perhaps, I understood not one. tenth of them. 
I was conscientiously opposed to the practice of " skipping," both be- 
cause it seemed a superficial process, and because it would debar me 
from saying honeatly that I had read a vmrk through For my reading 
was as much from pride, as for enjoyment. And, indeed, had not the 
shelves of the family book-case, and the reservoir of the Village Li- 
brary furnished me with many works of absorbing inUrest, as well as 
inltinsic value, I should doubtless have notably illustrated Pope's al- 
literative couplet. 

" Tbe bookfat Uockheail, ignoiantly read. 
With loadi of iNraed lumber ia hie heatL" 
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A; it was, I ingorged with aDacondine voracity innnmerable mi* 
tings, of which I had no glimmering compTehension, and which lay ia 
mymentaim&w, unmaceratedby thegasliicduid.andfurniskingnofood- 
ful chyte to the clogged and overloaded frame. But in other works, 
how deep and exquisite was the joy which, alas ! I ahatl riot and revel 
in no more ! How oflen " in the leafy monA of June," have 1 lain be- 
neath some ancient apple-tree, delicionsly recumbent on the long, 
fresh grass, " frojn mom till noon, from noon till dewy eve ;" — raging 
with Achilles through the gory battle, or laughing over the Knight of 
La Mancha's comic misadventures, or panting for poor Christian's tri- 
nmph over the giim ApoUyon, or following the love-crazed roamings 
of the mad Rolando, or passing from mood to mood among the magic 
scenes and life-like characters of earth's sole autocrat. Ue myriad- 
minded Shakspeare. And how often, while the drowsy hmn of 
drawling voices, engaged in " reading" or " spelling," spun on " in 
linked sweetness long drawn out," assimilating the uld red school- 
house to a buzzing bee-hive, have my thoughts wandered away from 
the smirched arithmetic, the d(ig-eared Grammar, and the ink-daubed 
Atlas, to dwell on ihe wild wanderings of Ulysses, ihe loves and wars 
of Wallace, and the wonder working lamp of Aladdin. And, thongh 
' ever a social boy, yet how deeply amidst my young companions, did 
I feel " among ibem but not ofOiem i" for, oh ! what a glorious world, 
unknown to them, did I hourly live in ! another and more beautiful 
creation ! a apirituaJ universe, all filled with mnaic, and bathed in fra- 
grance, and populous with bright, imperishable life. 

But passing thus biiefiy over all the bookish, dreamy bliss of my 
boyhood, I will mention that three years since, alter a very thorough 
preparation, I sheltered myself as a " fresh" foster- chicken under the 
wide-spread wings of our ancient and venerated Yale. My fond friends 
expected me to take a high position, and hoped to see my brows um- 
braged with, at least. Salutatory laurels. In this, they are destined to 
disappointment. For neither in preliminary schools, nor here at Col- 
lege, have 1 ever entertained a verj- ardent desire for scholastic dis- 
tinction. Not, that I do not consider academic honors, provided their 
pursuit does nut swallow up all other and ulterior and more enlarged 
ideas, as an object of laudable ambition. And well am I assured that 
the manifold thought and patient application necessary to attain them, 
form the very best of all possible trainings for imparling to the mind, 
symmetrical completeness, and a facile versatility of power. But so 
quiet and musing had been my life, that 1 scarce ever felt the spur of 
emulation, and so far as I was indistinctly conscious of the principle, 
I perceived it only in the latent yearning for a loftier and more endur- 
ing celebrity — the celebrity of a world-wide and everlasting fame. 
Addicted, moreover, to the jileasures of discursive reading, and un.- 
btessed with an easy fluency of speech, or the talent for display, I 
early abandoned the hope of eminent Collegiate renown, and content- 
ing myself with extracting the kernel from my lingual and scientific 
tasks, I left it for others to carve and decorate the shell. Meanwhile, 
the abundant leisure left me over the performance of my daily excr- 
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cises, I paitUlly dsToted to the pleasures of social intercoursei but 
mostly to a communion, more delightful still, with the master-works of 
living or departed Genius. But suddenly, and to my own surprise, I 
was awakened by the promptings of a strong ambition. 

I belong, of course, to one of the Debating Societies, into which, 
(rom time immemorial our studious fraternity has been trisected. 
For the first year I took no part in its hebdomadal discussions. But 
one night, in the autumn of '47, a fellow-member made a brilliant 
speech which thrilled through the very marrow of my bones, and 
aroused in me an unconquerable wish to become another Demosthenes, 
or what in my view is equally exalted, another Webster. I said to 
myself with Sheridan, " it is in me, and it shall ottt." Fortunately, as 
I thought, the question for the next night was announced to be on an 
important point in casuistry, which may be fairly stated in these terms : ' 
" Whether a man, for the sake of a good result, ever oagkt to do what 
he mighfiU V ,1 had always earnestly opposed the miserable doctrine 
of " expediency," and as earnestly adhered to Plato's splendid dogma 
of a high, immortal, immutable " ri KaXw," identical with the essence 
of Deity itself, existing from all eternity and pervading the whole Uni- 
verse, as the norm of all action, the fountain of all Justice, and the 
basis of all law. I thought the discussion of this subtle thesis would 
afford me a fine occasion to fledge my wings for a trial-flight into the 
regions of metaphysical sublimity. I studied the question intensely. 
I fortified my side with impregnable bulwarks of defensive argument, 
and prepared satirical catapalls and sarcastic battering-rams to best 
down the positioos of my opponents. Before the eventful period ar- 
rived, I considered myself cased in mail all over, and as Clay once said 
to Calhoun, ia the " Triangular Battle of the Giants,"* I felt " perfecly 
invulnerable." I had resolved, however, not to shine forth till the ques- 
tion was open to the Society for general debate, and, aware of my native 
baahfolness, I thought it best to acquire some artificial strength. Just 
previcHis, then, to the time when I supposed I should commence, I 
stepped out and imbibed a quantity of " Dutch courage" in the shape 
of a half-tumbler of fourth-proof Cogniac. But the speaker who had 
the floor, proving more prolix than I had expected, I felt my spirits 
slowly oozing from my finger-tips, and, fearing I was not sufficiently 
emboldened, I again went out to quaff" a fresh supply of adscitiiioua 
valor. As I returned, the orator sat down, and I arose with a heated 
spirit and a whirling brain. My " Dutch courage" made me entirely 
too courageous, and, with flushed cheeks and flashing eyes, I plunged 
at once into my subject, displaying unparalleled volume of voice and 
volubility of tongue. With facts and figures, argument and illustra- 
tion, sublimity and satire, all fused into one fiery mass, I rushed on- 
\rard and upward, like a burning comet. As for action, Demosthenes 
himself, although his motto was action ! aelion ! ! action ! ! ! could 



■A funmu Debate, whicb oeonred mine ten year's lines in the U. S. Senate b«- 
tween the three inlettmluB^ Anska, Clsy, Cslhoan and WebMer. 
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not have called far more. With gestures fast and furious, I swayed 
myself backward and forward, bowing and straightening myself in 
short, sharp jerks, like those of a closing and openiDg jack-knife. 
Now I flung my arms wildly around me, like a wind-mill in a hurri- 
cane, and then, like a puffing Cyclops, I swung them up and down, 
sledge-hammer-wise, in the most perpendicular style of pump-handle 
oratory. As for violent tropes, and gorgeous metaphors, and unheard- 
of similes, I piled them, one upon the other, in rich, rhetorical confu- 
sion. In the balloon of imagination, I rose to the very heights of 
mystical unmeaningneas, and magniloqueatly swept from star to star 
through an atmosphere of cloudy grandeur. So long as the brandy 
was but incipienlly working, I did very well ; for though my argument 
had doubtless little strength and less coherence, yet so loud and fierce 
and rapid was my utterance that no mortal could follow it to tell wheth- 
er I was bringing myself, or my opponents to the " reductio ad absur- 
dum." But when the combined fires of eloquence and alcohol had 
once thoroughly heated me, 1 became sadly bewildered, and feeling 
my Dffidalcan wings melting from my sides, as under the breath of a 
" compound blow-pipe," I at once fell " plumb-down" — an immeasura- 
ble, irrecoverable height. Struggling for a moment to regain, if not 
the thread of argument, at least the yam of rigmarole, I got so be- 
mazed in the complications of a labyrinthine sentence, that I could 
extricate myself only by cutting it short ofl', and that with the employ- 
ment of a triple negative, which, though rery good Greek, is very bad 
English. This monstrous anti-climas, and perpendicular descent into 
unfathomable bathos, called forth such a roar of laughter, that I sank 
into my seat, crest-fallen and completely sobered. To crown my con- 
fusion, a witty Senior — oh, might I turn Anlhropophagus, with what 
more than South-Sea relish could I eaanibalize the jeering tyrant, limb 
by limb ! — rose, and drily inquired if I were not a cousin of the boy, 
who, when searching for a lost calf, propounded to a group of stran- 
gers, in genuine Yankee-Antie, the following pregnant interrogative- 
negative : " Ha'n'C nobody among none of you, nowhera about here seen 
nothing of no stray calf, what Aa'n'i got no tail ?" Compared with the 
quenchless cachinnacions that followed this cruel query, the previous 
peals were- but as the first small droppings of a " continental" storm. 
I slunk away in shame unutterable, though more than ever convinced 
. of the truth of ihe theory I had striven so vainly to establish. ■ For, 
had I not " done evil that good might come" ? Had I not got drunk 
that I might be eloquent ? Had not ray pursuit of "expediency" been 
followed by its old, inevitable sequel — a shameful failure — a Waterloo 
defeat ? In practicing against my own preaching, bad I not spoiled one 
of the finest orators, tl^t ever stormed the hearts of the people, or 
starUed the tyrant on his throne 1 Relinquishing, from that moment, 
all hope, or wish " the applause of listening senates to command," I 
turned again to the quiet, inexhaustible happiness of hooks. And oh, 
how deep and sweet, how varied and how blameless was my bliss, as 
I walked among the vocal groves that shadow, and drank of the cool 
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fountains that refieah, that wide and flowery and unfading world, 
evoked by the poets and scholars of the Past '. 

" A populous Bolitade of bew Bud Inrdi, 
And fairy-formed, aud maoy -colored things." BlaoH. 

Even OS some ruined wretch loves to dwell and linger on the peace- 
ful hours, that preceded some black, disastrous change, so I would fain 
bescrawl whole sheets of foolscap, rhapsodizing over the happiness of 
that long and quiet year. After the dire discomGture detailed above, I 
hoped that inordinate ambition was dead within me. But the serpent 
only slept. To change the figure, my boat, lorn loose from her moor- 
ings by that rheCoiicat storni, had already shot down the Rapids of the 
Pblegethon, and the brief calm that ensued was but the deceitful 
" smoothness of the torrent" before it look its final and tremendous 
leap. On revisiting the home of my childhood in the six weeks' va- 
cation of '48, I found a portion of my time to lie heavy on my hands. 
One day, the editor of our village paper asked me to write something 
for his columns. I complied. I wrote a poem and a tale. They were 
published, and some people, who perhaps could not distinguish poetry 
from codfish, or sentiment from sauerkraut, praised ihem to the echo. 
" Hinc mihe prima mali labes." From that day I date my ruin. The 
ilch for writing and the lust of praise shot like fire through all my be- 
ing. " Semper ego lector tantum" ? I mentally exclaimed. Shall I 
rank forever among the " fruges consumcTe nati" t Shall I always be 
omniverous, and not omnivommis also ? No ! I will turn producer. I 
have written and been praised. I will wrtie again, and be praised 
yet more. I will plume my wings for a bolder flight, and perch in 
some of those periodicals which give direction to the national taste, 
and an " odor of nationality" to a writer's name. My " nom de plume" 
shall ring from the bayous of Texas to the wooded shores of Mem-' 
phrem^og, and, after enjoying my anonymous glory for a time, my 
muse shall come forth '* confessa deam," and I will sit down in full- 
orbed resplendeoce on the green Aonian heights. Accordingly I con- 
ceived and papered down two little poems and a brief essay. I mailed 
them, and they were published in a poj)uIar magazine — I will not say 
whether the Knickerbocker, or the Southern Literary, or one of the 
Milliner's monthlies of Philadelphia. I have since continued writing — . 
as secretly as if it were a crime, as zealouslv- as if it were a virtue — 
for various periodicals, yours included, as also for the newspapers of 
this and other cities. Some have been published, and many rejected ; 
while most, worthy, it seems, neither to bo " damned," nor yet forgiv- 
en, remain suspended " in Limbo Palrum," uncursed and nnbeatifisd — 
perhaps to be amended by the torturing scissors, perhaps to be purified 
in purgatorial fire. 

But ever since the safe delivery of my first-bom bantling, and its 
public exhibition iu all the pride of types and paper, I have become 
another man — the Very antipode of my former self. With the aspira- 
tions of a book-wright, vanities and vices, whose name is "Legi<ni,'' 
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haTe peopled my inteliecliial realm. One short year agoDe and I was 
a qaiet, unpretending student, unenvious, unsettish, whose thoughts and 
fancies moved in a sweet, spontaneous round of bookish reveries, and 
lazy, retrospective dreams. Then I could bury myself in a play or a 
poem, a novel or a history, and, drowning my individual consciousness 
in the sentiments of the author, or in the acts and passions of his char- 
acters, I could live long, blessed hours in that wild, imaginary world, 
which, though intangible, is no less real, and far more lovely than this 
visible and outward sphere. Then, too, niy love and reverence for all 
that was grand or beautiful in that vast, ideal realm, were so absolute 
aod so abstract, that they were almost holy. But nam, how changed ! 
how fallen ! 

Hen, bea! Quid volul miaero mibi ? Floribua Rutniiii 

PsnlUiia, et liqnidia immiai foDlibus sproa I 

The flowers of Fancy are withered hy the hrealhof Care, and the feet 
of Jealousy and wild Ambition have roiled the clear springs of Thought. 
My spiritual firmament, erst so calm and pure, is now darkened by the 
gathering elements of cloud and storm, and its atmosphere is hourly 
riven with sharp, electric shocks. " Farewell, content ! farewell, the 
tranquil mind !" 

I am no longer a " looker on in Venice." I have become a man of 
business — jealous, anxiovs, agitated, resllesa. No more do T worship 
Literature for her own sweet self, or bring my votive offering to the 
Muses from a pure and simple bean. I am now a priest at their altar, 
and offer sacri^ce professionally, not like a private devotee, from genu- 
ine reverence, or unadulterated love, but that I may have my share of 
the fatness. Once, I was content to look on Genius in the silence of 
admiring awe, and I watched his kindling features and heard his fer- 
vent words, always with a beating heart and not infiequently with gush- 
ing eyes. Now I am an unfeeling rival of those, on whom I once 
looked as a wrapt spectator. 1 cannot pause to admire the beauty of 
their forms, the grace of their movements, or the marvel of their speed. 
. I am myself in the stadium ; I, feel myself running neck and neck 
with them, and my care is not to be outstripped. My neck is stretch- 
ed forward with inflexible rigidity, and my gaze is fixed, earnest and 
unswerving, on the goal of glory, that gleams before me through the 
dusty distance. I dare scarce wink, much less turn my eyes on my 
competitors, whether in fear, or wonder, lest that very movement de- 

firive me of the laurel crown, or, more distressing still in this money- 
Dving, multi-scribbling age, lose me the " purse of gold," While I 
was merely a reader, 1 could accord to all authors, ungrudgingly, their 
righlful meed of praiee. Now thai I am myself an author, I regard 
them'with a brotkerly eye, that is, with the jealous leer of a member of 
the same brotherhood. In a word, I look on all writers, dead, living, 
or to live, as so many odious rivals, whose elevation ia my abasement 
— whose riches are my loss — whose triumphs are my own disaster and 
defeat. For every passion of the human mind, and particularly its ca- 
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pacity of admiration, is of a liroiled extent. Men cannot be enthusias- 
tic always. The world cannot open its eyes, and lift up its hands, aod 
raise its voice in astonished eulogy of everything. The aggregate of 
excitability diffused among mankind, remains from age to age nearly 
unaltered. In the preseDce, for example, of great events, small inci- 
dents pass by unheeded, while,indefault of overwhelming excitements, 
minor objects possess their share of attraction. The more numerous, 
then, the competitors for the world's applause, the smaller each one's 
modicum of praise; or, in scientific language, a-;-<;— >: i. e., the 
larger the divisor for this 6xed dividend, the less the quotient. I can- 
not, therefore, but regard all authors, past, present, and to come, as ri- 
val luminaries, each contributing to " pale my ineffectual fire." More 
particularly, as the plebeian pauper has always eyed the opulent patri- 
cian with glances of jealousy and hatred, so am I forced to view with 
indignant antipathy the rich and noble aristocracy of mind. For had 
they not said and printed almost all ihe best things, which can be 
thought of, and that in the best possible manner, I should doubtless 
have said and printed many or moat of them myself. I am envious of 
Addison, and jealous of Irving, I look upon Milton as the wearer of 
my predestined laurels, and Pope as the preoccupant of my rightful 
Ihrone — but at Homer and Shakespeare I cast an eye of the bitterest 
malignance ; for are ihey not the original and mighty reservoirs of 
most that is choice in language or beautiful in-thought 1 By what right 
did these literary Nimrods overrun and subject the ^orld of Imagina- 
tion ? Did the accident of primogeniture give these unscrupulous land- 
lopers the privilege of " squalling" over all the wilderness of Feeling, 
and claiming a " pre-emptionary" right to a whole coniinem of wit 1 
Our ancestors be hanged ! What have they left to us but their miser- 
able refu SB-frivolous originality, or bald common-place, or barren imita- 
tion ? 

My chief reading is now in obscure or obsolete writers. I am less 
painfully affected with a sense of inferiority, and I can filch an occa- 
sional jewel with less risk of detection. The perusal of first-rate an- 
thors has ceased to be a pleasure. ' Their splendor pains my eyes, and 
I never consult them but for three objects — first, to discover, Deli- 
lah-like, the secret of their super-human power: second, to disguise 
their beauties, and pass them as my own : and, third, to make avowed 
quotations. In all these aims 1 am constantly fretted and balHed. The 
charm, that endows ihem with their beauty and their strength is subtle, 
elusive, impalpable as air. It is aa real, yet intangible, as vital, yet 
unseizable, as the essence of the soul. It is the mystic principle, and 
un counterfeited gift of Genius. As for their jewels, I cannot success- 
fully steal them. Before they can be disguised beyond detection, they 
must be so fractured, discolored and disfigured, that their beauty and 
nobleness are gone. My only gain from them is in direct quotations. 
Here, again, I am wofuUy distressed. The most beautiful are the most 
obvious, and these have been quoted and quoted till they are worn to 
taiters. The less hackneyed are also less beautiful, and are seldom 
" apropos" to the context. 1 have three large books filled with extracts 
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from varioua awhors — pregnaUl sentiments, and happy phrMes. They 
are moatly new ; but 1 find them hard to introduce. I have aometimea 
written a whole half-page, diverling ihe natural course of thought, for 
the Bole purpose of finding a fair pretext U) insert them. Ab an in- 
stance, I have vainly striven through a dozen articles dexterously to 
employ a line of Byron — certainly the most graphic aed life-like in ibe 
world. Seeing no prospect of employing it appropriately, unless I 
were to write a Sternly " Sentimental Tour through France," I have 
determined to get rid of it at once, " apropos des bottea." So here I 
lug it in, head and shoulders ; 

" By the bltu nuAtiif of Ihe arroiep Rhone." 

But quotations embarrass me greatly in another way. I am afraid not 
to quote freely, lest my reailing may be thought limited. Moreover if my 
own writing be dull, these " borrowings" may serve to embellish, enli- 
ven and enrich it. On the other hand, if I quote too largely, I may be 
thought unoriginal and unfruitful. The reader, also, may see too clear- 
ly the superiority of the woof over the icarp— of the quotations over the 
context, and I may be miserably eclipsed by a blaze of my own 
kindling. 

My miseries are not yet half recounted. Every circumstance sur- 
rounding the composition, publication and reception of my pieces ia 
pregnant with anxiety, or vexation. In composing, I am wretchedly 
at a loss what to retain, and what expunge. I have read heedfully 
the rhetorical directions of Quinctilian, Blair, and Campbell. They 
only make " confusion worse confounded." They commend the full- 
nesH of I^ivy — they eulogize the condensation of Tacitus : which 
shall 1 adopt ? I appreciate the strength of a vigorous brevity — I see 
the beauty of rotund completeness. - If I strive for each, shall I miss 
of both 1 or can erring mortal hit the happy medium ? I fear to say too 
much, lest it prove wearisome — I am loth to omit any idea, lest it be 
one which some man, woman, or child will especially admire. An 
author's vanity generally leads me to insert all, and hence I fear my 
style is prolix and " stretchy" as caoutchouc. Then, too, I am often 
aadly puzzled between the love of immediate applause, and the de- 
sire of an enduring r^utation. I am reluctant to write my very best 
in fugitive magazines, lest I have not good things enough remaining to 
furnish out the many larger works, either planned, or already on the 
Slocks, and destined for immortality. In this fear, ibough not without 
a long struggle, I concluded lo keep my best paragraphs out of this 
very article. The full description of my school days I have reserved, 
intending it to form nine graphic chapters in a Novel now commenced 
with the title of " The Life and Loves of Timothy Tickletoe, Gent ;". 
A " varl-form" and pleasant picture of student-life I have retained for 
■ another novel to be called " The Yalensians," or " The Mysteriea of 
New Haven." The numerous other points, in this piece lightly touched 
on, 1 have resolved to hammer out m extenso, and publish under the 
name of " Miseries of Authorship." The Messrs. Harper, by the 
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way, have oot yet replied to my note, ioquiriag wheiher they thought 
such a work would sell. But I am distressed on the other hand, 
to think that of the seven Metaphysical Ti'eatiaea, five Histories, 
four Epics, eleven Novels, and nine Miscellaneous Gatherings, al- 
ready commenced, or projected, it may be thai not one will ever 
reach completion. The lamp of life may go oat, or the light of mind 
be extinguished. Beside, they thicken bo fast upon me, that they dia- 
. tract me, and obstruct each other. Then, too, is not a bird in the hand 
wbnh too, yes, a dozen in the bush 1 And may not my magazine arti- 
cles, if bereft of my choicest thoughts, become flat, unreadable, and 
slas 1 un-^at>e-worlhy. On reflection, iheretbre, I think that, if thin 
article render your July " Literary" popular enough to call for a second 
edition, I will gel you lo publish ihe portions, here excluded, in an ap- 
pendix. 

But after I have completed a piece to ray satisfaction, I am more 
miserable than ever. I am intolerably anxious before its appearance, 
lest it be not published, and after its publication, leet it bo not praised. 
An anonymous and unsuspected author, 1 lounge restlessly from room 
to room, hoping to hear a chance note of commendatioa from some one 
who has read and liked it. With beating heart and eager ear, I stray 
among public places, sil absorbed in reading-rooms, walk slowly and 
anxiously by gronpa of chatling aludents, and — shall I confess it ? — 
I, at times, beneath the open college windows, enact the nocturnal 
eaves -dropper, listening with unutterable yearnings for some casual 
laudation. Alas! I ambuiseldom gratified. Oftenerl hearthe "civil 
sneer," the open laugh, or the cool, critical, damnatory sentence. Mor« 
than once I have mistaken the allusion, and been made happy by enco- 
miums, or wretched by censures, that had no reference to me. But 
what means this silent neglect of my numerous writings 1 Have men 
combined to persecute me by their indifierence, or have the fates col- 
leagued to keep far from my wishful ears those breezes of applause, 
which have become the very air I breathe, and the very life I live ? It 
cannot be that my writings are unworthy of commendation. Oh, no! 
the thought wonld kill me. But this ia a selfish age, stinted in its 
praise, unmeasured in its censure. 

Among collegians I have little solace. Some never read, and oth- 
ers cannot appreciate. Seniors are high, cold and careless. They 
are old warriors, and have " seen the elephant," They have been 
" through the mill," and have bad all enlbusiasra ground out of them. 
Many of them are in love, others have grown anxious and worldly, and 
the rest, wearied by three years application lo books and sciences, turn 
their backs on magazines in general, and yours in particular, lazily re- 
posing on their lauiels, and " dreaming of days to come." Juniors are 
jealous. They are on the " quarter stretch," and the critical " distance 
post" looms full in view. Relative positions are on the point of ascer- 
tainment, and animosities and rivalries run high. In that year the 
mvsleriouB characters, brought by Cadmus into Greece, and among 
which may hb named ■•^-.'^^ acquire a sudden and surprising interest 
Juniors, then, cannot be espected to praise an anonymous writer, except 
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cauliously and faintly; for they may unwittingly commend a dreaded 
rival. Sophomores are engaged in bard study, or harder frolicking, 
and have no leisure for general literature. Beside, they are usually 
pert and conceited, as we were last year, and as Freshmen will be 
next year. They have attained the height of wisdom, and, too well 
aatiafied with theraselrea to indulge in either praise or censure, they 
sit, like the gods of Epicurus, wrapped up in their own divinity, or 
glancing with supreme indifierence at the world outspread beneath 
them. The Freshmen are my chief, my only comfort. They look up, 
not down. If slightly green, they are honest and unhackneyed, and 
may well glory in their verdure. I have carelessly thrown some of my 
■writings in the way of two or three of them, and on being asked how 
they liked them, they gave them at once a warm, full, free-hearted pan- 
egyric — a panegyric dashed by no " adversative particles," no restrict- 
ive " howevers," no qualifying " huts." Catch a Sophomore, a Junior, 
or a Senior praising without a " limitation"! Catch a weasel. asleep! 
Well do they know — the calculating misers ! — that every ounce of eu- 
logy expended on one, is just so much substracted from the general 
Slock, and diminishes each share -holder's "small peculiar." Butoh,how 
I love them — those three unworn, unselfish, unsophisticated, enthusias- 
tic, eulogistic Freshmen ! I have taken them under my especial patron- 
age. They came here " bears," and I have made them " lions." I hare 
treated them to the fattest oysters, the choicest wines, and the most 
flavorous Havansis. I even introduced them to my sweetheart — my 
sweetheart now alas ! no longer. Their delicate taste and courageous 
honesty deserve all encouragement, and I will protect them even against 
my own classmates. 

I stated that this new mania had ruined me as a companion. In 
truth, 1 have become silent, abstracted and unsocial. Once, among my 
friends I was esteemed a capital companion, a merry blade, the prince 
of " good fellows." I had no amhhion, no envy, no jealousy, no broils. 
I was good-tempered and communicative, healthy and happy. I had 
pockei-money to meet all reasonable wants, and liberality to share it 
with my friends. I possessed just that grade of small wil and repar- 
tee (puns excepted) which, tickling but not wounding, gives life to or- 
dinary conversation, and gently eshilaraios an idle hour. Then, too, 
after books, my strongest predilection was sociable communion. What 
was to prevent me from being a pleasant fellow 1 But now, apart from' 
the secret and restless excitement of my mind, I am afraid to ^converse 
naturally and freely lest I say some good thing, worthy of print, but 
which I cannot print, because I should not only endanger my secret 
bnt I should bo thought repeating myself— a sad reputation, for one 
who would bo thought inexhaustibly fertile. Moreover, the mental, as 
well as the material soil is limited in productiveness, and, if overforced, 
will soon exhaust itself. Therefore I must husband my resources, un- 
less I wish to consume and fritter away in ephemeral, retail exhibi- 
tions the treasures which I intend shall display iheir congregated blaze 
in Fame's eternal temple. For the last twelvemonth I have declined 
in society to be either wise, or witty, sententious, or pathetic, taking a 
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pnident care not to weaken my productive faculty, or lessen my exist- 
ing store. Hence I have grown so dull and taciturn, that most of my 
former friends have abandoned me, and ihe few who remain, seem ap- 
prehensive, and with reason, that I am falling into a kind of innping, 
melancholy madness. And what reies me most of all, is to find, as I 
usually do, that the witticisms, which I had suppressed in company, 
and which were of just the caliber for social pleasuitry, are either 
forgotten, or have no point on paper. 

But this " cacoethea acribendi" and fame-craving thirst, which " grows 
by what it feeds" on, has also impoverished my purse. Beside the 
great consumplion of pens and paper, and the cost of curious, auxiliary 
books, and the post-payment of half a dozen long articles per week, I 
have spent a great deal in purchasing witttciama of all kinds, and par- 
ticularly puns. Of these latter I am s great admirer, perhaps because 
I cannot easily make tbem myself. But my chum, whom I shall call 
Harry, and who always was an inreterato smoker, has now become an 
inveterate and most prolific punster. He was always skillful at these 
funny little word-twists ; but since I began to buy them of him, bis fer- 
tility is so surprising that one would think he studied nothing else. 
The traffic commenced as follows. One day last autumn, just after I 
had commenced (mtkonzing, he remarked that the handkerchief, given 
as a love-pledge by Othello to Deademona, might with double jualice 
be called a " gage d' amour," (gaga de Moor), because it was taken 
from a Moor. I half suspect that this is not only a poor pun, but an 
old one. But then it so tickled my fancy, that I desired gready lo sport 
it as my own, and I tendered him a. dozen cigars fur bis copy-right. 
Now Harry has a great many wants, and but a small allowance. Be- 
side many smaller items, his cigars alone used to cost him a yearly 
$100. Perceiving here, like a genuine Yankee, a chance of driving a 
lucrauve trade, he resolved to coin his wit into dollars, and grow a to- 
bacco crop in bis brain. From that moment, then.'he has been inces- 
santly punning and smoking at my expense. Sometimes, as I look at 
him beoealh his cloudy canopy, rolling the fragrant vapor from his 
mouth, putrr puff! puff! and ejaculating a hail-storm of puna, pop! 
pop ! pop ! I lake him to be a steam-driven punning- machine. At the 
moment they always seem worthy to sparkle in some of my projected 
articles ;' and so we generally strike a bargain. His price Taries,'ac- 
■ cording lo quality, from one cigar to twenty, and as the cunning rascal 
can read in my face the exact grade of my admiratoin, he rises corres- 
pondingly in his charges. I have already recorded above 570 of his puns 
and bon mots, which bave cost me about 4000 prime cigars, or $0.20 
apiece. It has precluded' my buying any books or clothes this term. 
The worst of it is, that by the lime they grow cold, they appear worth- 
less, or else I can never manage to introduce them with apposite feli- 
city. He has very honeslly observed his part of the contract in never 
repeating them elsewhere. In fact, I believe he disposes of his whole 
crop to me, as be says I am the most liberal buyer in the market. But 
I strongly suspect him of bringing some of other people's growth to 
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my warehonse, eldcI sometimes I lind he has made me pay for jokes as 
old as Hierocles. 

Yesterday mornii)|: he imposed on me grossly as lo quality. He 
remarked that, were a flea to bite a man in a sense opposite to a priori, 
he might be said to " phlebotomise" (fiea-bottomite) him. He saw by 
my grinning mouth and sparkling eyes that I was greatly pleased with 
his coji duplicated pun, ajid he would not bate one jot from a half-dol- 
lar's worth of cigars and porter. * I furnished them, and soon the por- 
ter. went into, and the cigars out o/ bis mouth. But in the evening, 
reflecting that there are no veins in that part of the body, and that if 
there were, fleas do not apparently dram blood, I warmly insisted on 
his taking back the pun as defeclive. He as stoutly refused, alleging 
that at the time of sale he did not know the article to be unsound ; and 
that, at last, its faulliness was chargeable to the first nomenclators of 
our language, who should have given the name of " flea" to the " mus- 
quito." The dispute ran high — I demanding of him, and he stubbornly 
declining, to refund ibe money. He finally told me that ihe money was 
out of ihe question, and the porter was irreTocably lost ; hut that, as 
the ejchalations of the cigars were alill floating about us, he would gat 

Professor S to decompose the air of the room, and whatever 

lobacco-amoke should be disengaged should be bottled up for my bene- 
fit. This was adding insult to injury, and I have never been so angry 
with him during our three years eontubemation I spitefully offered 
to return him all his rascally puns for an accepted order for a coat at 

K 's. He coolly replied that " he would not give a button fdr the 

entire assortment ;" and he furthermore advised me, " if I wished to 
get rid of my * old goods,' not to offer them here, where they were at a. 
discount, but to go peddling them off through the country, where they 
might command a handsome premium." This, loo, when they were 
all of his own brand ! I could have thrown him out of ihe window ! 
But he is in most points a good fellow, and for " Auld lang syne's" sake 
I reluctantly forgave him. 

Last night, by way of peace-ofTering, he invited me lo a supper at 
's : — a frequent resort of his, and where he owes an old and con- 
siderable bill. Well, the fowls were broiled " eomme ii faut," the 
wines were perfect, and all the accessories in admirable keeping. 
Harry, who is something of a gourmand, was high in spirits, and pro- 
fuse in eulogy, frequently exclaiming " Excellent ! superexceDent ! 

Really, Mr. , I must give you infinite credit for your suppers." 

Our worthy host, who is a bit of a wag, at last drily responded. " Why, 
friend Harry, I dace say you are sincere ; and so am 1 in saying, I 
hope I sha'n't have to give you infinite credit for them, loo!" I was 
so delighted with Harrj''s confusion, and the goodness of the repartee, 
that I ordered fresh wine and cigars by way of bribing them both to 
silence, till I should have the honor of ushering it into the world. The 
joke cost me tl.S7^, and here you have it brao-new, as I believe, 
though perhaps it may have taken an airing years ago in Joe Miller's 
venerable omnibus. But this business is getting too expensive, and I 
begia lo think the employment of this " foreign stock" as dishonest as 
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it ia difficult. I am resoWed, therefore, to dispose of this " sinking 
fund," which has nearly sunk ray fiinda, and lo rely, hereafter, on my 
own " floating capital" — the resources of the minute. I offer the whole 
lot to any aspiring young punster. Freshman or Sophomore, for $25^j^, 
which ia less than one-fourth of the cost. , 

I come now to the final and crowning sorrow brought on me by my 
new and devouring passion. In a certain sweet quarter of this sweet 
" City of Elms," there blooms, you must know, a blushing rose-bud — 
a fair, young girl just ripening into womanhood, whom I haJ the happi- 
ness to appropriate^ amidst her deepening glow, and while " the dew 
of her youth was yet fresh upon her." The purity of her mind, the 
grace of her movements, the music of her accents, and the liquid lustre 
of her eyes, I shall not attempt to describe — for ihny are indescribable. 
Her picture will be drawn best and briefeat in thai golden line of AUbd 
Kamsay : — 

" Wild, witly, ninmme, beaatifiil, and joang." 

We had come to an understanding thai not long afler the close of my 
college course, we should endeavor, by entering into a jDin^stock part- 
nership, to " divide our sorrows and multiply our joys." I will call 
her Fanny — for that is a sweet and pretty name — though there is never 
a Fanny in the wide world so pretty and so sweet as she. Once a 
week, or so, 1 was accustomed to pass with her a few delicious hours, 
mnd her soli, endearing ways, and the thrilling hope of one day calling 
her my own — all my own — were lo my spirit like a constant inhala- 
tion of exhilarating gas. One evening, last April, I called on her and 
after conversing on various topics for a while, I took up the April No. 

of the Magazine. Now I must premise these five facts — that I 

had subscribed for this Magazine in Fanny's name ; that, though I 
sometimes wrote for it, ^nny did not know it ; that she was a little 
inclined to innocent satire ; that I had an article in that very No. ; and 
that, as I since think, that article was particularly empty, silly, and 
bombastic. " Aliquando bonus dormilaiHomerus,"you know. Prompt- 
ed at once by an Author's craving for praise, and a lover's anxiety to 
■ee whether his mistress admires bis efiusioQs, I asked her, as if cas- 
ually, how she liked the " Blank verses to a Dove." " You don't know 
who wrote them, do you, Charles?" said she. (I'll call myself Charles, 
through that's not my name by a long shot.) " No, indeed," said 1, 
carelessly ; " I happened to Iciok at them, and haven't read them through 
yet." " Well, then," replied she, " I think they were written by a 
great goose, and would better be entitled ' Lines to a Gosling.' " I sat 
shocked, petrilied, speechless, pulseless. Had she glanced at my 
face, she would have seen a. horror that would have made her pause. 
But she continued innocently, " They are well called ' blank' verses, 
for they seem blank alike of melody, of poetry, and of reason." An 
author's nature could endure no more. Quivering with suppressed pas- 
sion, I remarked, " If you think so very meanly of these verses. Miss 
Fanny, it ia clear / never can suit you ; for / think them excellent in 
every sense." " Charles," said she, laying her hand kindly in mine, 
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" you must be the author, and I did not know it. I have unconsciously 
wounded yon. Forgive me." I threw her hand from me, replying in 
a heightened voice, and with a face of scarlet, " I suppose, Mies, you 
judge me lo be its author because, as you say, it is devoid alike of har- 
mony and of sense." " Dear Charles," said she again, with a. sweet- 
ness that should have soothed a tiger, " you would make but a poor ex- 
pounder of oracles. You are mistaken. I conjectured only from your 
audden angor, otherwise causeless, and I beg you to forgive me. Be- 
side, I read the piece but haslily, and from a closer peruaal, might 
form a difTerent j&dgment." But I was in no coaxable humor ; for 
the devil was unchained within me. " A thousand thanks, Miss, and 
more, if you desire them. But I do not covet from your kindness a 
hypocritical praise of what you had not the laste to appreciate." 
" Well, Sir," said she, ivilh flashing eyes, " if this be a fair specimen 
of your temper, yoii well said that you would not suit me." " I know 
not how that may be, Miss," I replied, straightening myself np a la po- 
ker ; " but I am quite certain you will never suit me ; for your sarcas- 
tic tongue would fire a statue. Good evening Miss." " Good ereuing 
Sir," said she, now rightfully indignant, " I wish yon joy of your amia- 
ble disposition. Would you not better take with you your ' Lines to a 
Gosling' ? Should the little musician ever grow to healthy goosehood, 
it may furnish additional feathers for your cap." How I wished her to 
be a man, that I might kill her ! Swallowing my gorge perforce, I 
stalked up town in about the tallest rage I ever bailed in. That night 
I read over with savage ^u»W Juvenal's Sixth Satire — the most mer- 
ciless invective ever launched by brutal man on the bead of gentle wo- 
man. I even commenced translating it with the purpose of sending 
her a copy. But " with the morning cool repentance came." I des- 
patched her an apologetic note, which was returned unopened. In the 
evening I called on her, sending in the most suppliant excuses. But 
she merely wrote me a " curt notelet," stating that " what had given 
me a hasty fever ^a previous evening, had produced in her a chronic 
ehill, and tl^at consequently she was, and should continue lo be indis- 
posed — to be seen." Not being of a temper to humiliate myself by ex- 
cessive submission, I have never called on her, or sent card or mes- 
sage since. But I have seen her several times in the street, pale, se- 
rene, and beautiful, and I have turned away with a quick, sharp pang 
at the heart, followed by hours and days of blue-devilish despondence 
and amorous regret. 

This closes the chapter of my woes. On each particular I could 
have enlarged ajmost to inliniiy; for fresh thoughts were continually 
popping their heads in, with looks so imploring, that it was almost im- 

eisstble to tell them "not at home," and slam the door to in their faces. 
ut I did not wish to "bestow all my tediousoess on your worships." 
By the foregoing recital you perceive that this pen-and-ink peatilence, 
this (ype-oid fever, has distracted my philosophy, poisoned my literary 
. pleasure, annihilated my social standing, turned my purse into an " ex- 
hausted receiver," and breathed a deadly blight upon my love. I have 
in vain tried every sanatory regimen, physical and moral. I hare read 
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Javenal and Johnson on the " Love of Fame." They aggravated the 
disease, for I was continually pining that / had not written thoae beau- 
tiful pieces, or projecting aomething to aurpass thero. I have lived on 
cold water and cucumbera, and whatever else is cooling and depletive. 
But as I reduced my body, my mind grew more active and feverisb 
than ever. The coming vacation I shall try the " Water-cure." If 
that does not relieve me, I shall surrender to the certainty of an early 
death. For if Magazine -articles affect me so terribly, I am sure a duo- 
decimo will give me the dyspepsia, an octavo shatter my nervous sys- 
tem, a quarto flush my cheek with the deadly " hectic," and a folio lay 
me in the grave. 

Should any one ask " is this sketch fact or Action 1" I will slate, 
privately and confidentially ,of course, that perhaps it is, perhaps it isn't ; 
or, in the guarded language of the old lady, when asked her opin- 
ion whether there was any such thing as a "mare's nest;" "Wall, 
now, there nwught be, and there moughtn't be, but, then agin, thero 
mooght he," At all events, authorship has its dangers and its vices ; 
and among tbem, my fell ow-a indents, " guard against ambition ; by that 
sin fell" your servant. 

I have the honor, Messrs. Editors, to remain, yours, if you publish ; 
youTB doubly, if you praise. 

. ' AN AUTHOR.' 



CATULLUS.* 

NoTWiTH STANDI NO the great number of persons who obtain a degree 
by a four years' residence at college, there are very few who know the 
character and extent of the literature of Greece and Rome. The pe- - 
ruaal, more or less critical, of Virgil and Horace, of selections from 
Sallust and Livy, from Cicero and Tacitus, is far from ttestowing a 
complete knowledge of the treasures contained in the Latin language. ' 
Still less does the amount of Greek acquired in a collegiate course, 
make manifest all the beauties and the full worth of Grecian poetry, 
eloquence, and philosophy. By the perusal of the works which col- 
lege laws prescribe, we only enter an extensive garden full of fruit and 
flowers. A further study of ancient authors would bestow the fruit, 
and enhance the enjoyment of the flowers of the classics. But few 
reap the harvest which might be gathered from the broad field where 
poets, or4tors, and philosophers have toiled and sown the seed. This 
cannot be ascribed to the draught from the classical fountain which is 



* S«1«ctioD8 fVom Catollas, for ths um of ClaHica! Studrnta. with Ep^IbN Notiv. 
By G.G.Cock«8ley, H.A., one af the Aniatant MaBters at Eton. Revised, with 
■ddilioDsl Notes, b; C. A. Bristsd, late B. A. Scholar of Trinity Collnm, Carabridn- 
Nsw Yorit: Stontod & Swonl>, 1S49. 
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obtained at college ; since by this all must be filled with the desire to 
. drink deeper and longer of what is sweeter than nectar. 

The lack of proper lesl-books which undoubtedly exists, may par- 
tially account fot this neglect of ancient literature. While we have-an 
abundance of editors of such classical works as are read in a regular 
course of education, there are few or none who have stepped aside 
from this beaten path to assist us in acquiring a knowledge of the less 
familiar portions of antique lore. On the other hand, the reason why 
so few are found to edit tb? works not required to be read in a fashion- 
able course, is, doubtless, that there are so few who pursue the ancient 
languages farther than they are compelled to pursue (hem. But 
if a general demand be made for text-books, scholars will supply the 
demand ; or if test-books be furnished, it is accordant with experience 
to declare, that purchasers will be found who will also be readers. 
Accordingly, we are glad to be able to register the present contribution 
of Mr. Bristeo to the number of classical text-books, especially since 
it seems calculated to increase 'the attention of students to the ancient 
languages. 

Critics, whose opinions have very much weight in the literary world, 
have long since declared, that ihe writings of CuTViLtrE possess great 
and peculiar merits. He lived in the golden age of Roman literature ; 
his birth having occurred about 85 B. C, his death forty-three years 
afterwards, B, C. 42. We are informed that he was of good family 
and fortune ; but as appears from his Odes, he was so profligate and 
extravagant aos to be compelled to mortgage one of his villas. That 
he was a good Greek scholar, and that, loo, when Greek learning was 
not fashionable at Rome, is evident from the fact that he has " translated 
Greek poems into Latin verse, and in his writings has expressed the 
simplicity, the grace, and the vigor of the Greek muse in a manner un- 
approached by any other Roman."* 

The chief preductions of Catullus which have, survived to our day, 
are: the " Epiihalamium of Peleus and Thelis," and "Concerning 
Atys." Besides these be wrote numerous Odes on a variety of sub- 
jects, chiefly, however, to commemorate his loves and his rivalries. 
The elegance of bis playfulness and the deep feeling which is often 
manifest, at once win for him the favor of the reader. When he pleas- 
es, he is familiar without being vulgar and is sublime without being 
bombastic. Some of his amatory effusions to Lesbia are unequaled 
in their ardor of sentiment and choiceness of expression. The " La- 
ment at the death of Lesbia's Sparrow," breathes a fervency of affec- 
tion which always characterizes the true poet, and is unsurpassed in 
beauty. The expression : 

" Qui nunc it, per iter tenebrlcosum, 
Illuc, unde negaat redire qaemqnun ;" 

{which occnrs in il,) will be recognized as remarkably similar to the 
English : " the bourne whence no traveler returns." 

* Biagraptiical Notice, p. 10, Mr. Briated'e edition. 
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